Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing tliis resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for in forming people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http: //books .google .com/I 



AS LONG AS SHE LIVED. 



VOL. II. 



AS LONG AS SHE LIVED. 



BY 

F. W. ROBINSON, 

AUTHOR OP 

"grandmother's money," "no church, 

"little KATE KIRBY," 
&c. &c. 



>y 



IN THREE VOLUMES. 
VOL. n. 




LONDON: 

HURST AND BLAOKETT, PUBLISHERS, 

13, GREAT MARLBOROUGH STREET. 

1876. 

All righU reserved 



P^' 



1 

I 



- / - w^ w ■ w.' . i ^ 



lomdom: 

PBINIXD BY MAODONALD AMD TDOWBLL, BLBNHBOI HOUSE, 
BUBMHSIM ITBXBT, OXFORD 8TBBBT, 



CONTENTS 



OF 



THE SECOND VOLUME. 



BOOK n. 



^ jfoUen ^axboau* 



CHAFTEB 






FAGir 


I. The SaTiMOns hear the Worst . . S 


Ji. Change of Tactics 




. 16 


TTT. The End of the Visit . 






. 25 


rv. Angelo seeks Advice . 






. 38 


V. " Bribery and Corruption " 






. 61 


VI. The Failure of the Mission 






. 74 


YJLl. Knaves in Council 






. 85 


Vni. Angelo's Wooing . 






. 99 


IX. "Pumping" . 






. 114 


X. Peter Confesses . 






. 127 


XI. An Escort on the Road 






. 134 


XII. The Walk Back . 






. 147 


Xin. A Few Words 


• 


• 


157 


XIV. Three Months 






. 167 


XV. A Love Story 






. 177 


XVI. Brian brings THE News 






. 190 



VI CONTENTS. 

CHAFTEK PA6S 

XVIL BbiahisWeak 203 

XVnL Brian is Bold 215 

XIX. An Honest Confession . . . • 225 

XX. Apteb-Thoughts 235 

BOOK m. 

I. The Last Call at St. Lazakus . . 249 

n. Great News 258 

m. IntheN(»th 268 

IV. A Bad Temper 282 




a jTallen jTortune. 



VOL. II. 



B 



AS LONG AS SHE LIVED. 



CHAPTER I. 

THE SALMONS HEAR THE WORST. 

TEN days later in the life of Mabel West- 
brooky in the fair, bright Summer 
weather which had come to Penton, the full de- 
tails of a fallen fortune reached her whom it 
most concerned. It was the old story of the 
money market. There had been a terrible 
panic, a commercial crisis, a collapse, and Mabel 
Westbrook's inheritance had been swept away 
in the storm. 

The bad news reached Mabel in the morning 
— ^it was waiting for her at the breakfast-table, 
and the stout heart of the little woman, '^ who 
did not know what misfortune was," as Brian 
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Halfday had told her, throbbed not with any 
extra pulsation as she broke the seal of the 
envelope. She read her letter very carefully 
and coolly, and then smiled across the break- 
fast-table at the Reverend Gregory Salmon, 
who was reading his newspaper with his eyes 
screwed round the corner at her. 

" Good news from America !" he inquired, as 
he met Mabel's glance. 

" No, bad news," said Mabel ; " some people 
would say very bad news.'' 

Angelo Salmon and his mother turned to- 
wards Mabel, full of interest and sympathy at 
once. 

"Did you say bad news, my dear?" ex- 
claimed Mrs. Salmon, always easily discomfited. 
**0h! T am very sorry. Nobody ill, nobody 
hurt, I hope !" 

" Only somebody heavily hit — is not that the 
correct phrase, Mr. Salmon, to express certain 
trouble I" 

" I believe so," said Angelo. " It might mean 
an offer of marriage from a gentleman deeply 
impressed; he would be * heavily hit,' Miss 
Westbrook, you know." 
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" Poor fellow — ^yes, he would indeed," replied 
Mabel Westbrook, laughing ; " well, my letter 
contains no sentiment, and only one hard 
fact." 

" You are not going to leave us !" exclaimed 
Angelo, and his colour actually faded away at 
the suggestion. 

^^ Have not I trespassed on your kindness too 
long ?" she rejoined. 

^^ Impossible," said the enthusiastic Angelo. 

They had been ten happy days to him, ten 
days to be looked back at gratefully, with the 
woman he loved a guest in his father's house. 
They had been ten days too much for the rest 
of his life, but he was not aware of it at the 
present hour ; he felt only suddenly miserable 
and desolate at the bare thought of this happi- 
ness vanishing away. He had been a quiet, 
grave, unobtrusive young man during MabeFs 
stay at the Hospital, and no one was aware of 
the deep draughts of pleasure which he was 
taking down by wholesale into his heart at the 
mere sight of Miss Westbrook, and in the 
simple consciousness of her being near him, and 
^regarding him as a friend. He was too timid 
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a man to allow the eridenoe of hi« affection to 
escape — ^too mnch afraid of the conseqn^ices 
which might ensue from any precipitate step on 
his part. If he were rash, he would assuredly 
lose her ; and if he waited patiently, somebody 
would certainly walk off with her under his 
very nose, and hence all before him was un- 
certainty, despite the satis&ction of the present 
hour. And now the hour was closing for him, 
and Mabel Westbrook was going away, he was 
sure of it by her answers. 

*^ It is bad news, indeed, that will take you 
from us, Miss Westbrook," said the Master of 
St. Lazarus politely. 

"I am wondering whether it will take me 
back to America," said Mabel, thoughtfully. 

**For a tnp?" inquired young Salmon, 
nervously. 

" For good." 

" I — I thought your idea was to — to settle 
in England ? " Angelo asked^ in a tremulous 
voice. 

" Yes, but ideas change rapidly in a world 
that spins round rapidly too," answered Mabel; 
** and if I have my living to get, I must go 
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back to old friends and old aBsociations, and 
find my best chance amongst them." 

^'Mj dear madam/' said the Reverend Gre- 
gory Salmon, " you don't mean that ^" 

^^ .That I have lost all my money/' said Mabel 
very phlegmaticaily, " yes, I do." 

" I am amazed — I am sorry — I am dreadfully 
shocked/' remarked Angelo's father ; ^' dear me^ 
now who could have possibly foreseen this ?" 

'^ I have been waiting for the full particulars 
during the last ten days/^ said Mabel^ ^* and 
here they are.'^ 

She passed the letter to Mr. Salmon^ who 
took it from her. 

" Ten days ago V — you knew it then ?" said 
Mr. Gregory Salmon. 

^^ I knew my grandfather's bank had stopped 
payment — that big, honest bank, to which he 
had pinned his faith so firmly! It is as 
well,'' she added^ '^he died before the crash 
came.'' 

'^ But there will be something saved from the 
ruin ?" inquired the chaplain. 

"I have grave doubts of receiving a half- 
peimy/' replied Mabel. 
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^BlesB mj soul! it is most extraordinarj T 
oontmned the Reverend Ghregory Salmon, 
ommpling his newspaper together in his ex- 
citement. ^^ And to think that, with this ter- 
riUe catastrophe hanging over yonr head for 
the last ten days, Miss Westbrook, yon could 
talk and sing and treat matters lightly I If s 
amazing to me I I should have had a fit with 
suspense— I must have gone off to a better 
world." 

^* Probably I shall feel more sorry in good 
time/' replied Mabel^ ^'but the loss of the 
money is no affliction to me yet ; I have been 
nominally in poseession of it for three months ; 
literally speakings never in possession of it at 
all. It is not like losing a fond hope, or a dear 
friend.^' 

'^ Hopes and friends, young lady, will follow 
the money,'' prophesied the Reverend Gregory 
Salmon. 

'' False hopee and false friends only — and the 
sooner the better/' said Mabel, shrugging her 
shoulders. 

^' Ahem I yes. Of course^ in a world like 
this ^but, dear^ dear me I it is so very 
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extraordinary 1 For ten days to know this, 
and to keep it a secret from us I Excuse my 
retiring into the study for a few minutes, to^ 
peruse your letter ; I am utterly bewildered/' 

Mr. Gregory Salmon bustled out of the room 
with one fat white hand pressed to his forehead r 
had the calamity of the money loss been bis- 
own he could scarcely have displayed more 
surprise and excitement. Mabel Westbrook 
went to the window of the room, sat down,, 
and resumed the fancy-work upon which she 
had been engaged at an earlier hour that 
morning. Angelo Salmon, pale, and with his^ 
mouth half open, remained at the table. Mrs». 
Salmon, after a moment's consideration, followed 
Mabel to the window. 

*^My dear child,'' she said, putting her little 
fat arm round the slender neck of the girl^ 
'* you do not know how sorry I am !" 

*' Yes, I do," answered Mabel, smiling up at 
her. 

" You will trust in Gregory — Mr. Salmon, I 
mean," she said; ^^ he is a far-seeing, clever 
man, Mabel, and will know what is best for 
you." 
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'' I thiok I have made np my mind to tixut 
in myself being a oonooted yonng person/' 
«aid Habd. "^ Bat there, I will teQ yon 
preaentfy ; I am veiy busy now/' 

*^ Pnrae-knittuig too,'' said Mrs. Salmon, 
cheerily ; '' that does not look as if yon had 
given np aU hc^e." 

Habd langhed monil^^ bat did not rq^y. 
Mrs. Salmon oontinaed her protestatioiis of 
sympatily and attadmient, and Angelo stared 
a cro s s at tibe speakeis in tibe same Tacoons 
way. Presently a servant entered, to inform 
Mrs. Salmon that her hasband desired to speak 
to her in tibe library tar a few minates ; and 
then the dder lady withdrew, tibe breakEist- 
table was cleared^ and Angdo rose, stretdied 
Us long Kmhs, and walked slowfy towards the 
Tecees of the window where Mabel Westbrook 



'a ean't tril yoa aU I fed abovt thk, Mn 
Mabel," he said, stammering a great deal 
daring his address^ ^ or how it takes me c^my 
goard like — and floots me, if yoa will not 
object to so Tolgar an expresnoB — fer I am 
floored completely.'^ 
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'* Like your poor father,'^ said Mabel, drily. 

'' Yes, he is very much upset. Is he not V 

« Very." 

*' He will not get over the shock quickly,*' 
said Angelo ; '^ he is an excitable man, and the 
surprise has been a great one.'' 

" My life has been passed lately in surprising 
people," said Mabel, thinking of Adam Halfday, 
"and you English people are so completely 
interested when money is in question." 

** You speak as if you were a foreigner," said 
Angelo. 

**I feel more like a foreigner to-day," an- 
swered Mabel, "and less of the English girl that 
I fancied I might grow to be." 

" I don't quite understand you," Angelo re- 
marked ; " but " 

"Please don't try to understand me," said 
Mabel, interrupting him ; " it will not do for a 
gentleman of your position in life to make a 
study of a lady who has no visible means of 
subsistence. Your father will prove this more 
clearly to you." 

"Oh I Miss Westbrook " 

Here he stopped, as her musical voice rip- 
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pled off into pleasant, unaffected laughter at 
bis astonishment. 

*'You will think me a very bold young 
woman to tell you this,'' said Mabel, " but mis- 
fortune has the privilege of speaking frankly 
sometimes." 

« If any '' 

She would not allow him to continue. He 
was obedient to her commands, and a look 
controlled him into silence. 

" I want you to do me a favour/' she said. 

" Certainly. Anything — everything," he an- 
swered, with alacrity. 

"I want you to take a stroll across the 
meadows for an hour or two." 

" With — with you ?" he asked, timidly. 

** Oh ! no," she replied, " I am busy this morn- 
ing, and cannot ctfford the time for a long 
walk, which would do you a deal of good." 

'* I am really quite well. Miss Westbrook, I 
assure you,'' was his reply. 

" You are pale," said Mabel. 

'' Yes— but '' 

" And I wish you to go very much." 

"Yes — ^but — will you not tell me why?" 
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were the words he contrived to stammer forth 
at last. 

*^ Not this morning/^ said Mabel^ shaking her 
head. 

" When I see you again V^ 

'* When I see you again, very likely." 

" I don't mind getting out of your way, or 
going anywhere you wish," said Angelo^ " of 
course not. Still I should like you to under- 
stand before I leave this morning " 

Once more the inexorable Mabel cut him 
short in his oration. 

''It is impossible that this important busi- 
ness will allow me to understand anything 
fresh just now," said Mabel, quickly. 

" That^s it V exclaimed Angelo, with re- 
newed excitement, " I knew you were grieving 
and suflFering, and — and so on." 

" Not I," said Mabel, confidently. 

*' And I did want to say that having a for- 
tune in my own right, from my poor deceased 
grandmother, and not knowing what to do 
with one twentieth part — What's this V 

Mabel had put the purse which she had 
been making into his hands, wherein she 
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left her own hand warmly and confidently. 

^Something to keep yonr money in,^ ahe 
and, laughing again ; ^ will yon take it for my 
aaker' 

^Have yon been really making this for 
meT 

^Tea, it is not mndi for a keepsake — ^I 
ahoold aay, a present, is it?" 

^I will treasure it all my life. Miss West- 
brookr 

*^ Ton can't do that, because it will wear out 
too quickly," said the practical MabeL ** And 
now, g^ood morning. Thank you for all you 
would have said in the way of offering me a 
loan, if I had had the time to * n^^tiate' one, 
as the phrase runs. Yes," she added in a differ- 
ent and more earnest tone, " thank you very 
heartily for sudi kind thought of me, Angelo." 

She withdrew her hand from his and left 
the purse within his grasp instead, and he 
walked slowly from the room, as he knew she 
wished him to do. He walked in dreamland, 
nevertheless, and his heart — ^his secret heart — 
was light, not heavy, for all the money losses 
which had come to Mabel Westbrook. She 
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seemed nearer to that heart now^ and she had. 
called him Angelo for the first time in his life 
— and life was surely brightening and becoming- 
something that he could comprehend more 
clearly, in its new solemnity of love and respon- 
sibility of care. 

As he went across the quadrangle towards 
the archway beyond, he looked towards Mabel 
at the window, who smiled brightly and waved 
her hand towards him — even kissed her hand 
to him in a light, graceful fashion that wa» 
French-like in its way, although more English 
in its honest impulse. 

" God bless her 1" said Angelo, " I am glad 
she is not cast down by her trouble. I will 
take her for a drive this afternoon." 
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CHAPTER 11. 



CHANGE OF TACTICS. 




/^ OOD Mrs. Salmon found her lord and 
^ master still a prey to excitement in the 
library, whither a forced retirement had not 
-conduced to any of that composure of which he 
had gone in search. The Master of St. Lazarus 
was curled up in his arm-chair with Mabel's 
letter in his hands. 

"Did you want me very particularly, Gre- 
gory?" asked Mrs. Salmon as she entered, 
^* because I hardly like to leave poor Mabel at 
present." 

•* Yes, I do. Poor Mabel, indeed ! — a pretty 
nice mess we have made of this * poor Mabel ' 
business,'' he groaned forth. 
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** Why, what have we done ?" 

*^ Acted like a couple of fools, Mrs. Salmon/' 
said her husband. ^* But will you shut the door, 
and sit down for a moment ?" 

•* Certainly, Gregory." 
^ Mrs. Salmon closed the door, and took the 

seat which her husband had indicated by an 
imperious wave of his hand. She waited for 
his communication, and her round blue eyes 
and half-open mouth gave her a stronger re- 
semblance to her son at that time. 

" We have been very indiscreet, Mrs. Sal- 
mon," continued her husband ; ^' we have 
believed this young woman's statement as to 
her position in life, and we have been de- 
ceived." 

^'I don't remember her making any state- 
ment, Gregory, and if she had ^" 

"My dear, don't interrupt me," said the 
Master, ^' at all events, you and I and Angelo 
have become, as it were, on terms of intimacy 
with Miss Westbrook, who, after all, is penni- 
less." 

« Poor thing I" 

" Who, after all, may be an adventuress, Mrs. 
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Salmon — a long-headed, designing young wo- 
man." 

"I will never believe it," said his wife, 
firmly. " I don't think, Gregory, you can look 
me in the face and say that that's your convic- 
tion.'' 

"Mrs. Salmon," said the Master, "I don't . 
know what my conviction is. Here is a stranger 
— clever and fascinating, we will grant — who 
meets with Angelo in America, sees how weak 
and trusting a young fellow he is, becomes his 
friend, arrives with a letter of introduction from 
him, settles down in our circle, confuses us with 
a cock-and-bull story — for presumably it may 
be a cock-and-bull story — of restitution to Adam 
Halfday, is made our guest, and then tells us 
one fine morning that she is as poor as a church 
mouse, and has kept that fact from us for the 
last ten days." 

" She wished to be sure of the truth, 
Oregory." 

'' She wished to remain here and ensnare our 
Angelo, that's the only truth I can see, ma'am," 
affirmed the Reverend Gregory Salmon. " Here 
18 a poor, young, handsome, sharp woman, and 
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s, rich and impressionable young man, and we, 
like two fools, have, without a single inquiry, 
done our best to throw them together, and 
make a match of it." 

" Oh, Gregory, don't be so harsh and un- 
charitable I You can't think all this — I'm sure 
you can't," said Mrs. Salmon, bursting into 
tears. 

*^ I have said, Mrs. Salmon, that I do not know 
what to think," replied her husband, speaking 
very slowly and deliberately now, " but I am a 
man in my right senses, and the whole matter 
strikes me, at present, as an ingenious and 
elaborate plan, most skilfully carried out. But 
there is no occasion to make that noise over it, 
Mrs. Salmon, that I can possibly see." 

" Mabel is such a dear g — g — good girl," 
sobbed Mrs. Salmon. 

** Yes — a very dear girl to us, if we don't keep 
our eyes open," replied her husband, " and that 
is all I will ask you to do, madam. Miss West- 
brook," he added, sinking his voice to a whisper, 
** must be got out of this house as soon as we 
can gracefdlly do it — she must return to 
America, if possible, and as quickly as possible 

C2 
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— And I will tike upon mji^to potAngelo on 
bis gurd. There k no hmnn done^ the mine 
has been sprang befoie its time^ I think. I will 
answer for Angelo's good behsrioar nnder tiiese 
trying circnmstsnceB^if too will get that joimg 
penon oat of the estabfishment.'^ 

"^Do yon mean to-day f 

^ To^dajy^ edioed Mr. Samson, ^of comae I 
Manto-daj7 

^ Oh dear ! I don't see how to manage iL'^ 

*K)ne woman can abrars talk to another. TeU 
her we are afiraid she mnst leel hsn^in a fiJse 
postioQ among ns — say sometiiing kind and 
agreeahlev bat be Tezy firm, and hint that / hare 
Aoo^tit fiortiie best also, and after serions con- 
»i^ratk>n of tiie GErcamstances whkji hare 
arisen. Toa may tdl her I am sorry too— and 
yoa win not hint in any way that we hare the 
least sospicion rfher.'^ 

"^ I haTen^"" nid Mrs. Sahnon. 

"^ And yoa may leaTs Angelo to me. Thank 
HesTen, he » a diaracter that I thoroogh]^ un- 
derstand, and can completely inflaencew His 
weakness cf diq>08itKm has been to teis a triad 
before this/' iaid the Master, "^bot, aftttr aU, it 
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proves a blefising. He is a child^ and to be 
talked oat of a fanoy like a child/' 

'' Yes — ^that's true/' assented the wife, " but 
I would not say a word against Miss Westbrook 
to him/' 

" I would not say a word of disparagement 
of Miss Westbrook to any living soul/' affirmed 
Mr. Salmon, who had a bad memory, and re- 
garded his better half from a soulless point of 
view, like a Mahommedan. 

Mrs. Salmon shed a few more tears over 
Mabel's new position in life, but she was not 
prepared to argue the point very deeply with 
her lord and master. The reverend gentleman 
had a strong will of his own, and she had never 
had any strength of purpose to boast of. She 
was a passive female with a good but flabby 
heart, and disputes and troubles were out of her 
way, and distressed her too much to face with 
philosophy. Perhaps it was all for the best 
that Mabel Westbrook was to leave the pre- 
mises — she was certainly poor now — and An- 
gelo's position could always secure him a bride 
from one of the best families in the county. 
She was very sorry, nevertheless, and it was all 
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very dreadful, and she had grown fond of 
Mabel, but probably it was the wisest course to 
get her out of the house. 

*' Have you left Angelo alone with Miss West- 
brook V asked Mr. Salmon suddenly. 

*^ Yes, I have. 
Go back, please, and tell him I want him, 
said Gregory, "it will not do to leave those 
two together. God bless me, I should not 
wonder if he has not already oiSered to lend 
her all his money !" 

And this was not very far from the truth, as 
the reader is aware. 

Mrs. Salmon departed, and in two minutes re- 
appeared. 

" Angelo is not with her, Gregory, '^ she said, 
" one of the brothers tells me he has just gone 
across the meads.'^ 

** I'll follow him and settle this at once,'' cried 
the energetic Master; "a few words will do, 
and they had better be said, for all our sakes.'' 

"Well — perhaps they had,'' assented Mrs* 
Salmon with a sigh« 

The Reverend Gregory Salmon was following 
in his son's track a few minutes afterwards^ It 
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did not take long to discoyer the yonng man. 
Angelo had given np at the second meadow, 
and was lying fall length on the grass, nnder a 
big elm-tree, and in company with three thought- 
fill cows, who had got there also ont of the heat 
of the sun. They moved politely and sedately 
away as the Master of St. Lazams arrived, but 
Angelo did not perceive the movement or the 
canse of it. He was br gone in his own dream- 
land, and unaware of the presence of his father^ 
fie was face downwards^ with his elbows in the 
grass^ and his hands clutching his wellHshaven 
cheeks^ and before him lay a purse, bright with 
steel and gold beads, and which was evidently 
the object of all his attention and admiration. 
Romance had opened out to him, when grim 
Reality threw its shadow across the path of his 
rejoicing. 

Angelo/^ said Mr. Salmon. 
'Ah I father, is that you ?" said Angelo, sitting 
up, and quickly putting his purse out of sight. 

*^ Tes, it is I. I have come for a little serious 
talk with you, my son.'' 

^ Concerning Miss Westbrook V said Angelo 
quickly. 






24 AS LONQ AS SHE UVED. 

" Yes, What made yon think so t** 

** I don't know/' answered Angelo ; " perhaps 
because I can't get her out of m j head, and 
fancy she must be in everybody else's. I am 
glad it is about Miss Westbrook/' 

« Are you, though t" said the father. " Why t" 

^^I don't care to speak about anything, or 
anyone else." 

The Beverend Gregory Salmon eyed his son 
doubtfully. 

" You will not like my way of speaking of 
her, perhaps, Angelo," he said ; ** but you will 
not misinterpret my reason for it." 

"I hope not," answered the son. 

" Shall we walk across to the next field f " 

"If you like." 

Angelo rose and joined his father. 

" Proceed," said Angelo, with a gravity and 
firmness for which his sire was wholly unpre- 
pared, '' and you will be careful what you say, 
for her sake — and my own." 
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CHAPTER III. 



THE END OF THE VISIT. 



THE Reverend Gregory Salmon and his son 
Angelo left the shadow of the trees and 
the society of the cows, for a quiet walk along 
the banks of the river. There was ninch for the 
father to explain, and at the outset there was 
more difficulty than the senior Mr. Salmon had 
expected. He was not so sure of his son as he 
had been half an hour since — or, rather, for the 
first time in his life he distrusted his influence 
over a weak and impressionable young man. 
He began as if he doubted him, and the 
strength of his own influence together. 

" Angelo," he said, " we have been labouring 
under a terrible delusion, and I hope you see 
that as clearly as I do." 
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^'I do not see anything very terrible at 
present/' answered the son. 

'* I am dreadfully shocked .'' 

-I was never happier in my life/' said 
Angelo, pressing his hand on his waistcoat 
pockety wherein was Mabel's purse^ which was as 
close to his heart as he could get it at present. 

" I am talking about Miss Westbrook,'' said 
the father sharply. 

" So am I.^' 

Mr. Salmon was unprepared for these ready 
answers, and marvelled what had become of 
that slow, hesitating manner for which Angelo 
had been invariably distinguished. He did not 
affect to be surprised, however, but after a 
glance askance at his son, went on in the same 
pompous way. 

'* I have been having a serious discussion with 
your mother concerning the fact of Miss West- 
brook's loss of fortune — if she ever had any 
fortune," he added, — '' and we have both arrived 
at the conclusion that it will be infinitely better 
foi* the young lady to leave St. Lazarus as 
noon as possible/' 
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'^ Because she is poor V^ asked Angelo, with a 
marked elevation of his eyebrows. 

" Because she is a mystery — ^because we have 
nothing but her word as to all this.'^ 

" It is enough," replied Angelo. 

*' It is not sufficient for me," said Mr. Salmon 
sharply. He was an irritable man, and the^ 
short, quick responses of his son aggravated as 
well as perplexed him. 

*' Miss Westbrook is a guest in your house,, 
father,'^ Angelo remarked ; " and to be treated, 
I hope, with respect so long as she remains^ 
there.'' 

" Of course, of course,'^ answered the father,. 
'^so long as she remains, I am not likely to 
forget the courtesy due to a lady who has been 
invited to my home. There has certainly been 
an error of judgment, and I take my share of 
blame. I have been credulous, Angelo — I have 
believed every word of your statement as to her 
position in life, just as you believed it before 
me, and without seeking one atom's worth ot 
proof, and now we are both trembling on the 
brink of an abyss !^ 
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Angdo shook bis head as lie walked bj lus 
{tiller's side. 

*^1 don't vndentand you," be said. 

llr. Satmon fimcied diat he hadimpiessed his 
acmat last. 

^Siippose— I meiely say snppoaey for the 
4nke of argomeot^ Angdo— that IGss West- 
brook is a shrewd, dever, &r-«eeiiig woman 
of the woild,'^ he continued ; ** she meets yon 
inAmeric ban joo are tkfa, duooT«. you 
to be credalousy and lays h^* plan aoo(»d- 
ingly. Coold she have acted in a d&epet 
way, to enlist our sympathy and gain yoor 
admiration ?" 

^ Yon know I admire her/' said Angelo ; ^ I 
have not attempted to disgnise even a strongs 
feeling than admiratkm for her, and I — ^I — 

I ^ he began to giow confosed, ** I object to 

any 8iq>position that att^npts, for a single 
moment, to lower Mabel Westbrook in my 
-estimaticm. There T he condnded, with an 
^Tnphitic stamp of his foot on the grass. 

^If I pnt a mild siq>po6ition before you, 
Angelo, you need not fly at me likea buU-dog,^ 
aaid ihe &thei^ reprovingly. 
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"I beg your pardon. But — don't say any- 
thing against her just now, please." 

*^ Surely it has not gone so far as this ? My 
dear boy, you have not been weak enough to 
allow Miss Westbrook to anticipate an offer of 
marriage from you t You have not concealed 
this from your own father and mother V* 

" 1 have not kept anything from you," said 
Angelo, moodily ; " I have not had the chance."" 

"Bless me !" 

^^ I have not had the chance of winning the 
heart of a good woman like Mabel Westbrook," 
Angelo continued ; " I am too weak and poor a 
fellow — I have nothing to recommend me but 
my money." 

" That is everything to a woman looking out 
for a husband." 

« Which she is not." 

" She would not have you if she were rich/' 
said Mr. Salmon^ seeing his advantage ; " she 
is too brilliant and sharp a girl — ' go-a-head/ 
they call it in the country from which she has 
come. She would have had hundreds of ad- 
mirers if she had been wealthy. You know she 
would not have had you. 
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" Tee," Baid Angelo, very sadly, " I know 
that." 

" And if she accept you for the aake of posi- 
tion — if she has known all along of this blow 
to her fortnne, and has played her cards accord- 
ingly, wbat a miserahle life lies before you I 
The world will not only laugh at you," said 
the &ther, " but she will laugh at you too." 

*' I have been laughed at ao often in my life/' 
replied Angelo, *' that one more jest will not 
affeot me much. And if it comes from her, I 
■can forgive it." 

" Kot afterwards — not when tinie has proved 
to you what a dupe you have been." 

" She will not make a dupe of me," said 
Angelo — " I wish she would." 

« But " 

" But I have received your warning, sir," 
flaid Angelo, interrupting him, " and will con- 
sider it. I do not think there is anything more 
for you to say, and I am quite certain there is 
nothing more which I can hear with any pati- 
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"Certainly. But — but you art weak, yon 
know. You will do nothing rashly ?" 

"I will do nothing rashly/' was the echo 
here. 

" Or without consulting me ?" 

'^ I will not promise so much as that/' said 
Angelo, " and after all you have said against 
her." 

**I have merely surmised — I know nothing 
against Miss Westbrook. Until this morning I 
have never suspected her for an instant." 

*^She should have been above suspicion 
always." 

Angelo turned abruptly from his fstther^ and 
went on across the meadows to the country 
road lying beyond the hedge-rows in the dis- 
tance. He had promised Mabel that he would 
take a walk— she had wished to get rid of him 
that morning, and thought that a stroll would 
do him good, and he would set about it at once. 
He wanted time to consider the new position of 
affidrs before Mabel left St. Lazarus, and he 
wanted that time to himself, and away from 
his father, whom he left looking after him. Mr. 
Gregory Salmon made no attempt to follow ; 
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he was wise enongli to see the fiitility of press- 
ing his argoments more doed j on his son tiiat 
day. Thejr iroold have tiieir weight in dne 
ooorse^ finr Angelo was mild and tractaUe, and 
there was no necessity for haste now. Angelo 
was walking steadily firom home and Mabel 
Westhcook, and was comparatively safe in con- 
sequence. What might happen before he was 
bac^ to luncheon, who coold tell ? 

If the Master of St. Lasams had already 
sketdied ferth a programme in his mmd, it was 
disposed of by a prompter conrse of action on 
the part of the lady principally concerned. As 
he walked across the quadrangle, he saw that 
Mabel's boxes were at the front door^ and that 
fiodsman the porter was bringing romid a bar- 
row for them. The Brethrai of the NoUe Poor, 
interested in die flitting, had collected in a 
groopnpon the grass to talk of it, like a wheezy 
dioros in an ancient play. Much of the history 
of Adam Halfday^s life and death had found its 
way to his old companioos, and the American 
gill's connection with the story had afforded 
food for comment here. The loss of her for- 
tune was not known to these old men, who 
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had learned to regard Mabel with awe and ad- 
miration as a guardian genius of St. Lazarus, 
who might benefit each brother in his turn. 
At the outer gates. Miss Westbrook's hired car- 
riage stopped the way, and in the carriage 
Dorcas — who had accompanied Mabel to the 
Hospital — waited for her patroness, and was 
stolid and reflective. 

Mr. Salmon passed into the house, and found 
Mabel Westbrook equipped for travelling, and 
sitting hj the side of his better half, who had 
been evidently weeping. 

Mabel met him with a bright smile as he 
entered. This was very pleasant. She was 
parting amicably. Mrs. Salmon had managed 
a delicate piece of business with considerable 
judgment. 

" I could not leave St. Lazarus without bidding 
you good-bye, Mr. Salmon, and thanking you 
for all your hospitality,^^ said Mabel, as he 
entered. 

" Going to leave us V' replied Mr. Salmon, 
with an affectation of surpi*ise that was very 
badly done. 

•• Somewhat unceremoniously, perhaps,^^ said 
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Mabel ; *^ but I have been here under false 
pretences^ as I have been telling this good friend 
of mine, who begs me to remain." 

« Does she, though— dear me,'' ejaculated the 
Master. " Well, we shall have luncheon in 
half-an-hour," he added with a dash ; " you will 
not go till then V 

" I should have waited till your return, Mr. 
Salmon, and only till your return," was Mabel's 
answer. "I have said good-bye to this lady 
and your son." 

"Have you seen Angelo?" exclaimed the 
Master. 

"Mine was a farewell in disguise to him," 
said Mabel, " and I think it was as well. He 
will not judge me harshly for leaving without 
the formality of an adieu. Remember me to 
him, please," she added, as she turned to the 
mother and rested her hand upon her shoulder. 

" I wish you would not go away so suddenly 
— as if — as if we had done something to oflFend 
you," said the Master's wife. "Mr. Salmon, 
this is quite a voluntary act of Mabel's, I have 
not said a word to her." 

" Why should you !" answered Mabel. " Is 
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it likely that you would so quickly after my 
misfortunes, as the world will term them pre- 
sently. No, no, I give you credit for more 
kindness and charity, although it is my duty 
none the less to take the initiative." 

" You have acted with great decision of cha- 
racter, Miss Westbrook," said Mr. Salmon; 
^^ and have certainly surprised us. But it may 
be for the best.. Considering all things, I cannot 
blame you very much for the step which you 
have taken." 

*' Considering all things, no," said Mabel, 
thoughtfully. 

Mr. Gregory Salmon blushed ; but she was 
not thinking of him. 

** Had I been prepared for so complete a col- 
lapse of my property," added Mabel, in conclu- 
sion, ^^ I should have stayed away from a place 
which you were kind enough to press me to call 
home. But I was waiting for some portion of 
Hie wreck to drift to shore." 

** It is a very terrible blow to you," said Mr. 
Salmon. 

Mabel laughed so pleasantly that Mr. Salmon 
regarded her for a moment with amazement. 

d2 
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" Not at all,'' she said ; " I never cared for 
money. It would not have done me any good, 
or brought me one true friend. Good-bye, Mr. 
Salmon, and once more — thank you." 

Gregory Salmon felt a small-souled individual 
as he took the little hand of his guest in his 
and bowed over it politely. He was glad she 
was going, but he was more glad that it was 
of her own free will, and at no hint from his 
wife. 

"Good-bye, Miss Westbrook, if you are really 
determined to depart so hastily," he said. 

" Yes, quite determined.'' 

" And you will return to — Penton, perhaps !" 
he asked. 

" I don't know," answered Mabel ; " I shall 
make up my mind as I go along." 

She stooped and kissed Mrs. Salmon, and then 
went away from St. Lazarus ; and the brethren 
doffed their caps in mute respect to her as she 
passed them with a smile and friendly nod of 
farewell. 

One brother of the Noble Poor who had held 
aloof from the rest Mabel discovered at the 
carriage door, talking energetically to Dorcas, 
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and shaking his bead with more vehemence 
than seemed necessary. This was Peter Scone, 
the senior member of the fraternity. 

** She is a cross-grained vixen, my lady, 
Heaven knows that !" he said, as if in explana- 
tion of his excitement. 

"I don't beKeve it, Mr. Scone,'' answered 
Mabel, cheerfully, 

" She will not tell me where you both are 
going/' he said* 
" Is it necessary ?" 

^^ It may be Bome day," he replied evasively ; 
"it may be very soon. Will you read this as 
you go along, please?" 

He thrust a torn scrap of paper into her 
hands, and tottered away under the archway of 
the Cardinal's Tower, like a man in great haste 
to get from her. Mabel entered the carriage, 
and turned her back upon the Hospital of St. 
Lazarus for good ; her new life lay beyond it — 
strange amd unknown and incomprehensible, — 
but there was no shadow of it on her fair 
young &ce. 



CHAPTER IV. 



ANGELO SEEKS ADVICE. 




THE Penton Masenm had bees cloeed to the 
general public HOme two hours or more, 
aad its curator had diBmissed the laat ofiSdal — 
a certain Mrs. Ironbrace, whose mission was to 
dnst and ■vrash and scrub at the corporate 
expense, and to do generally for Mr. Halfday, 
— when the noisy bell of the establishment 
announced a viutor. On that particular evening 
Brian had settled down to work; there were 
more papers than usnal on the table of his 
room, the lamp had been careMly trimmed, 
and set on the right side of his desk ; the desk 
was open, and Brian was writing busily, covering 
many pages of foolscap with a thick and 
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almost illegible scrawl, when the summons 
from without disturbed the flow of his ideas. 
Brian Halfday set his pen aside and listened. 
He was unprepared for visitors; he had con- 
sidered himself a man without any friends 
beyond his booknsthelves before Mabel Westbrook 
came to England ; he had been reserved^ 
austere, and studious to a degree that had 
aged and ossified him ; and there had been so 
few calls at the Museum after business hours, 
that a ring at the bell came as a novelty and 
a surprise. Still he was a man who had 
been long ago prepared for emergencies — one 
who knew the value of time^ and had made his 
arrangements accordingly. Servantless, with 
a horror of office-keepers and charwomen, he 
had arranged, after Dorcas had resigned her 
post as housekeeper to him, and gone to St. 
Lazarus to nurse her grandfather, a system of 
commimication with the outside world, when 
occasions like the present necessitated a parley 
with it. He did not move from his seat, but 
blew an inquiry as to who was there down a 
pipe which passed from his room to the side of 
the street-door, a few inches above the bell. 
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By meauB of tliis acoustic arraogemeDt, the 
gentleman waiting on the top step for ad- 
mittance wae suddenly surprised by a hoarse 
bellowing close to his ears. 

" Who is it ? — what do you want T" were the 
muffled words that issoed through the mouth- 
piece. 

The gentleman regained his composure, aud 
oalled forth the nature of his businesB up the 
tube in reply, 

" My name is Angelo Salmon ; I wish to 
speak to Mr. flalfday for a few minutes." 

" All right," answered Brian ; " I will come 
down." 

Angelo waited patiently until the door was 
opened in due course by the curator, who came 
on the etep and glared into the young man's 
face with eagemees. 

" Is anything the matter?" he exclaimed. 
" 1 hare news for you, Mr. Halfday." 
"Bad news?^' 

" It in bad news to me, at all events." 
" Oh, that doesn't matter," aaid Brian, 
abruptly ; " I was afraid Miss Weetbrook had 
tent you." 
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"No ; but Mifis Weetbrook left us this morn- 
mg." 

" Where has she gone ? Why have I not 
been told of this before If What is the reason 
of it V asked Brian. 

" I shall be most happy to explain ; but it is 
rather a long story, and I have come for your 
advice, Mr. Halfday." 

** Well, well," said Brian, impatiently, " begin, 
please.^' 

" On the doorstep ? You will excuse me, 
Mr. Halfday, but I thought that '' 

" Will you step inside ?" 

" Thank you, I think I will," 

"I am busy to-night — I had set myself a 
long task," said Brian, "and you interfere 
with it. There, I am discourteous — but don't 
mind me." 

" Oh ! I don't mind you in the least now, 
Mr. Halfday," said Angelo, as he stepped into 
the hall. Brian closed the door, and turned 
round sharply, with his hand on the lock. 

" Why not nowV* he asked. 

" I have heard so much of you lately from 
Miss Westbrook." 
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'^Has she not bad anything better to talk 
about than Buch a bad-tempered fellow as I 
am I** asked Brian, thoughtfiilly, and yet grate- 
faUy. 

**She misunderstood yon cruelly, she tells 
me — ^and she has so high an opinion of you at 
present that I am in duty bound to follow 
suit;' 

**Tou are extremely obliging,*' said Brian, 
drily. ^^Miss Westbrook's opinions influence 
yours, then ?" 

** I am proud to say so." 
Haven't you any opinions of your own?" 
Not any — worth mentioning," Angelo add- 
ed, after a few moments' consideration. 

" Is that why you have come for mine ?" ask- 
ed Brian, in his usual quick manner of pitching 
one question after another at a listener. 

" Partly, sir, I must confess." 

^* My opinions are utterly worthless, I am be- 
ginning to consider," said Brian, bitterly, " my 
knowledge of the world is a snare, and my 
estimate of human character a delusion. You 
must not rely on me in any way." 

^^ Mabel Westbrook said, only a little while 
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ago to me — the day before yesterday, in fact — 
that if ever I was beset by doubt or difficulty, I 
could not do a wiser thing than come to you 
for advice. So I have come !" 

" The lady does me a high honour," murmur- 
ed Brian ; ^' but she has proceeded to extremes- 
in her kind estimate of me. This is a mental 
re-action for thinking me a scamp. Presently 
she will judge me as I am. Will you follow 
me?" 

" I thank you." 

Brian Halfday led the way to his room, as a 
few weeks ago he had led the way for her who 
had been lately speaking in his praise. His 
irritable mood had vanished, as if by magic, be- 
neath the spell of the few words that Angela 
Salmon had addressed to him without any 
thought of flattery. He was glad to receive his 
visitor now; he should hear a great deal of 
Mabel Westbrook, and of all that had happened 
during the last ten days ; and work was not so 
pleasant a thing as it had seemed half-an-hour 
ago. He placed a chair for his guest, packed 
away his papers in his desk, and then sat down 
with his hands clasped upon it, after a habit of 
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his wlieQ awakening to int e regt in paasing 
ihinga. 

** In what waj can I be of nse to yon, Mr. 
Salmon T^ he asked. 

^ Yon win gire me a little time to collect my- 
self I hope," said Angelo, as he seated himself, 
and pnt his hat on the taUe at his side. ** I 
hare not that gift of dashing off-hand at a snb 
Ject which appears to distingnish yon, Mr. Half- 
day* I am very slow. Excnse me." 

**'Take yonr own time," said onr hero. ** I am 
in no hnrry." 

** Thank yon," said Angelo agam. 

Brian Halfday watdied his visitor attentively, 
whilst he waited for the commnnication that 
Angelo had resolved to give him at his leisure. 
He even regarded Angelo Salmon with a 
strange, pitying kind of interest, as if the young 
man's weakness or nervousness had aroused 
his sympathy as well as his curiosity. He 
thought, even, that it was not difiScult to guess 
what was at the bottom of Angelo's thoughts to 
unnerve him in this way. He had sketched 
that idea faintly in his mind a few weeks 
since, and thought something of the kind might 
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come to pass ; still not so soon as this, or in this 
odd fashion. 

Angelo thought out the position at hi» 
leisure. He took his time^ as Brian Halfday had 
suggested ; and it was a quarter of an hour at 
least before he burst forth with— 

" Mr. Halfday, I have had a few words with 
my father." 

Brian's face, which had certainly betrayed 
anxiety, brightened up at this statement. 

"Sons have done so before you, and been !;« 
sorry for it," answered the curator. ** When 
the father is a good man, and the son honest and 
straightforward, the difference between them is 
easily adjusted." 

" He says he will never forgive me. He——" 

"For what offence?" 

" You will excuse me, I know, Mr. Halfday ; 
but I shall never get on unless you allow me to 
tell the story in my own way," remonstrated 
Angelo. " You pull me up suddenly, and dis- 
turb my ideas." 

" Go on," said Brian. " I will try and not 
interrupt you again. But you are terribly slow," 
he muttered. 
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" Father and I quarrelled about Mies West- 
brook." 

"About her! Then sh e Pray proceed," 
said Brian, as Angelo raised his hand deprecat- 
ingly. 

" She has left the Hospital for good, as I was 
^bout to explain when you broke in again," said 
Angelo. " The news came to-day ^" 

« Ha I to-day ?" 

"Yes, I said to-day," Angelo continued, 
^^ that the news came of the total loss of her 
property; and she bore up like the brave 
woman that she is. My own private opinion, 
Mr. Halfday, is, she does not care a bit." 

" She is careless as regards money," said 
Brian. "A more reckless woman in money 
matters I have never met. If she had been 
less hasty — if— but I interrupt you again." 

" Yes, you do," said Angelo in assent. " Let 
me see, what was I saying last? Oh I the news 
•came of the loss of her property, in a bank of 
which her father was a principal shareholder. 
I was deeply distressed, Mr. Halfday." 

" Very Kkely." 

" And I think Miss Mabel saw it," he con- 
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turned. " She advised me to take a walk — she 
gave me a little silk purse which she had been 
making for me at the time, but I — 1 did not 
think it was a parting gift." 

His voice broke suddenly, and went off into a 
cracked falsetto. 

" I am very childish/' he said apologetically. 

"Not a doubt of it," replied Brian, ** go on." 

" When I returned from my walk she had left 
St. Lazarus for ever," concluded Angelo. 

"They had sent her away — ^your people," 
said Brian scornfully, " or they had said some- 
thing hurtful to her pride, and she resented it 
by leaving them at once. I do not blame her." 

" Nothing was said, Mr. Halfday," said An- 
gelo ; " they gave me their word of honour that 
Miss Westbrook left of her own free will, and 
with many thanks and best wishes to them 
both." 

"What did you and your father quarrel 
about ?" asked Brian doubtfully. 

"That is the question I am coming to — 
though it was hardly a quarrel. A few words, 
I said, if you remember." 

'* Yes," said Brian wearily. 
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" I was oveicome at Miss Westbrook's sud- 
den departure — I even shed a few tears in my 
distress — and I told them, what they knew 
before, and had seemed glad to know then; 
what I am too proud to disguise in any way 
from any living man!" cried Angelo enthusi* 
astically. 

"What is that r 

"Oh! Mr. Halfday, can't you guess?" said 
Angelo, colouring. 

" You love this American lady ?" 

« Yes— that's it." 

"Ah 1" said Brian, mournfiiUy, " that's it 1" 

"You cannot imagine what a dear, tender- 
hearted, clever, lovable girl she is !" Angelo con- 
tinued. 

" Yes — I think I can," was the response. 

" What a ^" 

"And Mr. Gregory Salmon? — he was sur- 
prised at your confession. Go on with your 
love story. It is becoming interesting." 

"My father was very much surprised and 
shocked, he said/' replied Angelo. " He had no 
idea that my feelings had become engaged so 
seriously, he said too. He was amazed at my 
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thinking deeply of a young person — he called 
her a young person — who, upon her own show- 
ing, was not worth a penny in the world, and 
of whose character and antecedents I had not 
had a fair opportunity of judging. He said ^* 

" Yes, yes — I know what a careful man like 
him would say," interrupted Brian again, " and 
he is right enough, after the fashion of the 
world to which he belongs. What did you say 
— who are less conventional V 

"That I would marry Miss Westbrook to- 
morrow, if she would have me," replied Angelo 
— " that I felt it my duty to seek her out at 
once, and offer her my hand and heart, so that 
she should not think her loss of fortune had in 
any way made a difference in me." 

" What did Mr. Salmon senior say to that?" 

" That I was a fool," answered Angelo with 
excitement, "and my grandmother was a 
fool — that is his own mother, mind you! — to 
leave me all this money to throw away on the 
first woman who chose to flatter me. As if 
money had ever done me any good ! — as if I 
would not be only too happy to lay it at Ma- 
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bePfi feet and beg her to take care of it and 
mer 

" Yes, yes — ^but don't talk of your money/' 
said Brian, *^ especially to so proud a woman as 
Mabel Westbrook. Money has been her trouble 
up to this day's date, not her consolation. Ton 
cannot bribe her into marriage with you." 

" I should be sorry to think I could,'' answer- 
ed Angelo. 

" What do you want with me ?" asked Brian, 
after a few minutes' silence, during which he 
had been brooding very deeply — " in what way 
do you imagine I can help you ?" 

*' She has great faith in you." 

Brian shook his head. 

" I scarcely believe it," he said, " and, at the 
best, faith is quickly disturbed." 

** She has said so often that I needed a 
friend to keep me strong by his advice and ex- 
ample, that, missing her suddenly, I came to you 
at once." 

" You are very kind." 

"For you are strong, and I — I can't help 
being weak." 




ANQELO SEEKS ADVICE. 51 

" Your love for Mabel Westbrook is not 
weak r 

« Oh, no." 

" That should give you strength, and teach 
you the right way to act, without coming here 
for advice that I do not care to oflfer you. That 
I will not oflfer you !" he shouted at his visitor. 

"God bless mel — why notf exclaimed 
Angelo. 

The astonishment on the face of the last 
speaker recalled Brian Halfday to himself. 

" My advice brings ill-luck," he replied, in a 
diflferent and calmer tone ; '' I can't look back 
and see where it has been of profit to my fel- 
low-creatures, where it has been often followed 
or cared for. I have a hard way of telling 
plain truths, a rough manner of pointing out 
what I may consider the right course ; and 
hence I have made many enemies, and not one 
friend." 

" Miss Westbrook is your friend. I am sure." 

** I am grateful for her good opinion of me, 
but I cannot consider her my friend," said 
Brian, " and I dare not think of her too much," 
he added in a lower tone. 

£2 
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" I do not follow you," said Angelo politely. 

*'Ab for my advice, aoleBB it suited with your 
indinatioD, you would not follow it," Brian 
continued. 

"I am sure you would advise me for the 
beat." 

*' I might say, ' Grire up all thought of Uabel 
Weatbrook ' — what then t" 

" I could not do that," said Angelo alarmed ; 
" yon would never advise me to do that, 
■nrely?" 

"Ton are not good enough for h«r." 

*' I own it — I am proud to own it." 

" fon have scarcely au idea in common with 
her," Brian went on ; " she is above you in mind 
and education, and must infallibly look down 
upon yon. She is strong, and you are weak — 
she is a woman, and yon are a child." 

" I do not wish to be anything but her slave. 
And I shall love her all my life, sir." 

Angelo's voice broke again, and he leaned 
forward eagerly, as if to reason down Brian's 
SBtimate of the position which he had set before 
There were tears in the weak man's 
but the strength of the passion at his 
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heart had forced them there to make the child 
of him which Brian had just said that he was. 
He had only one excuse — his love. That was 
pure and childlike, and beat down the hard 
logic of his companion. 

*• You can do no more than love her all your 
life," said Brian, sorrowfully ; '* tell her so, and 
win her. A woman is only ungrateful to true 
affection when she is no true woman." 

**I am extremely obliged to you for that 
advice, Mr. Halfday — and you really think I 
may win her for a wife ?" 

''It is possible," answered Brian. 

** I was a&aid I had not half a chance ; but 
you give me courage somehow. I am so very 
glad I called," he added. 

"Have you any clue to find Miss West^ 
fcrook?" 

" I can find her very easily." 

** My sister Dorcas is with her still t" 

" Yes." 

"Dorcas will have to return here, and be 
housekeeper once more," murmured Brian ; " the 
old life, and the old quarrels from which Mabel 
Westbrook might have saved her, perhaps, at 
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some cost to herselL Though I did not advise 
her — ^though I warned her in every way in my 
power." 

Angdo Salmon did not reply to this — the 
words were not intended for his hearing, and 
he took no heed of them. He had no interest 
in anything that did not immediately refer to 
Mabel Westbrook, with whom his thoughts 
were bound up heart and souL 

Suddenly Angelo started to his feet, and put 
bis hat on the back of his head. 

^ If you don't mind my leaving you, I will go 
to her at once." 

^I don't mind," said Brian, sarcastically 
again. 

^ I had better strike whilst the iron is hot. 
Tell her the whole truth simply and plainly, 
and that I never thought for an instant of h^ 
money when my heart turned towards her as a 
flower to the sun." 

Brian gave a spasmodic laugh at thieu 

"Poor sunflower r he said, arranging his 
papers; "if you can find your way downstairs 
without an escort, I shall be obliged to 
you." 
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"I shall be able to let myself out/^ said 
Angelo ; " and you will allow me to say agaiii 
that I am extremely indebted to you." 

"For what r' 

" For your encouragement to persevere — to 
tell her my love outright and win her. * Win 
her,' you said !" 

^'Have I said as much as that?" returned 
Brian, half absently. " Have I told you to savQ 
her with your wealth from the poverty of which 
she does not dream — to give an honest man's 
love, home, and protection to a woman who is 
singularly alone, and who has met with singu* 
lar misfortunes I I have said all this — advised 
all this, then, after all?" 

" Yes. DonH you think I '' 

" There, there, seek her out and prove to her 
that friends are not eager to desert her because 
the money is flown," said Brian, irritably; 
"under any circumstances your friendship or 
love will not do her any harm. Stay." 

Angelo paused at the door. 

"Would her rejection of your suit do any 
harm to you ?" asked Brian. " Tou are not a 
strong man, and it is to be considered." 
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^I hardly exped to be aooepted, all at once," 
Mid Angdo, modest^. 

** To be taken by instalmentB, as the robbers 
took her grandfiEtther^a bank-sharta ?" suggest- 
ed Brian. 

**I am not gnng to act raahlyy" repHed 
AngelOy ahiyering at the idea of any nndne pre- 
dpttation; ^I am gmng to ask for hope — ^to 
teU her the state of my feelinga, and to leave 
hers to — ^to— to grow towards me in good time ; 
as they will, I trost. wh^i she is conyinced 
mine are deep and lasting. How dreadfblly 
fdose y onr room is, Mr. Half day ! I dedare I 
feel fiunt with the heat T 

** Yon hare been talking yonrself into a fever, 
like a fool f said Brian, rongfaly again ; ^ npon 
second oonndeiation, I will see yon safe to the 



^ Thank yon. I might lose myself in the 
rooms below — I — ^wonld yon mind my taking 
yonr arm?^ said Angelo. 

'^No ; lean on me. Have yon dined V* 
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''Have yon drnnk mnch wine at dinner!^ 
Brian asked, cmionsly. 
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**I have drunk nothing but water to-day. 

Why, you don't think " 

"No, I don't think that now — excuse the 
question," said Brian, — "but your legs are 
unsteady." 

"It's my natural emotion; my knees are 
perfectly uncontrollable when anything serious 
affects me, and this, you eee, is a crisis in my 
life — a great crisis, which you do not seem to 
understand." 

"Yes, yes, I understand you very clearly,'* 
answered Brian ; " but, after all, it is no 
business of mine.'' 

*' And does not affect you — I know that, Mr. 
Halfday; but still I thought you would be 
interested, in some degree, in the step I am 
taking." 

" In some degree I am. This way.'' 

Brian and his visitor went downstairs to the 
great hall^ where Brian opened the door and 
let in the night air and the light of the stars. 

" It's a beautifal night," said Angelo. « Will 
you wish me * God speed ' before I start ?" 

" If for the best, and for Miss Westbrook's 
sake, I wish it^" answered Brian. 
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** Thank yon. And if, before I go, yon will 
let me call yon friend, and consider you my 
friend from this honr, I shonld be ^d," 
Angelo said, with great earnestness. 

'*I never make friends," said Brian, more 
gloomily than churlishly. 

''I am not a bad companion when I am 
understood thoroughly.'' 

'* Probably not; but I shall be always com- 
panionless.'' 

^It must be dull work for you," was the 
quaint response. 

^' I have my studies — my books ; I am never 
alone.*' 

" But as you grow older ^ 

'^ Good night ; it is getting late," said Brian. 

Angelo took the hint, and went down the 
steps, after shaking hands with the curator of 
the Museum, who lingered at the door watching 
him until his figure was lost in the night mists. 

''And I have let him go to her, with his 
sunple heart, his truth, and his money I — ^I have 
wished him 'God speed 'I" muttered Brian. 
" Well, well, it is surely for the best ; and if 
she thinks so too, I shall not mind." 
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He stepped back with his hand upon the 
door, which he was closing softly, when some- 
one from without pushed it gently inwards. 
Brian stood aside, offering no opposition, and a 
man, whom he recognized immediately, shrank^ 
rather than came, into the hall, and glanced 
furtively from beneath his hat at the curator. 
It was the man who had broken his word ta 
him at Datchet Bridge — the father who had 
betrayed him on that night, as he had betrayed 
him years ago, when Dorcas and he were little^ 
children. 

" Brian," said the new-comer, in a husky 
voice. 

"You are not wanted here. You have no 
business with honest men," said Brian, sternly ^ 
" your way lies beyond this house, where I will 
not have you stay." 

"Pray let me come in. Don't treat me 
badly; I don't mean badly by you — I don't 
indeed," urged Mr. Halfday senior. 

" I have done with you," was the firm reply. 

'* I have come on particular business — ^private 
and confidential, Brian, — and I want your 
advice very badly." 
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''More advice," said Brian, Bhragging his 
•shonldenL 

^ Kb about thai money of Miss Westbrook's. 
Something has happened since I saw you last. 
I don't know what to do." 
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CHAPTER V. 



» 



« BRIBERY AND CORRUPTION. 



MISS WESTBROOK'S name acted like a 
charm upon Brian fialfday. In all that 
appertained to her, or seemed likely to affect 
her, he set aside his sterner self, or that 
sterner will belonging to him. As long as she 
lived — this ill-treated lady, beggared by error 
and miscalculation, should have his sym- 
pathy and watchful care. He closed the 
door, and regarded his father with a keener 
scrutiny. Mr. Halfday senior was not looking 
much better in health ; he was still waxen and 
angular of face and feature, and that palsied 
movement of the hands to which attention has 
been directed, was strikingly apparent in the 



^2 AS LONG AS SHE LIVED. 

first moments of the interview. He had been 
iiMcertain of the nature of his welcome ; he had 
been afraid of Brian, and it had been a struggle 
vnth his nerves — ^fortified even by pale brandy 
— to face him again, despite the necessity which 
liad taken his steps to the Museum. 

"What has happened that you come to me I" 
^sked Brian ; " what of this money for which 
jou cast me off for ever ?" 

" Not for ever, Brian. Don't speak so cruelly 
to your own father — I can't bear it — really ! " 

" Yes, the man is my own father," muttered 
Brian. " Heaven help him and me, in its good 
time !" 

" Amen to that, Brian. For if we stand by 
«ach other, and help each other " 

" What do you want ?" cried Brian fiercely ; 
''^ state your business, and be as brief as you can. 
And remember this," he added, advancing so 
quickly towards his father that Mr. Halfday 
senior backed against the door, " that I do not 
trust you, and nothing you can say or do will 
make me trust you again." 

** Not when I have placed my whole confi- 
dence in you ?" said the father. 
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" No." 

" Yes, you will. You will see then I mean 
well — and have always meant well by my 
fellow-creatures. But are we going to talk in 
this place?" 

Brian reflected for a moment. 

" You can follow me to my room, if you like," 
said he. 

" I think it will be better." 

They went upstairs to the curator's apart- 
ment, where for the second time that night a 
visitor was shown. 

"You have a snug berth here, Brian," said 
Mr. Halfday, seating himself in the chair which 
Angelo Salmon had previously occupied, '* and 
here you would have taken care of me, I dare- 
say, until I had had time to turn round. I did 
not like to feel dependent upoD you, Brian, for 
I am naturally a proud man. It is in our family, 
that kind of feeling — ^your poor grandfather was 
proud — but though you have misjudged me, I 
acted with the best of motives. I was not going 
to desert you or Dorcas — my own children — 
God forbid that such a thought should enter my 
head 1" 
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"What brings you here?" asked Brian, nn- 
moved by this half protest, and half apology. 

^ I kept you in rememlMrance, Brian. I sent 
yon a letter." 

** A lawyer's letter — ^yes." 

"It was formal, but it was my solicitor's 
wish it should be so, and I was entirely in the 
hands of my solicitor. I hope, my dear boy," 
he said, with extreme anxiety, " you have not 
taken offence at it ?" 

"Tell me what yon want with me," said 
Brian ; " these papers may give you a hint that 
I am pressed for time to-night." 

" I hare no wish to take up your time un- 
necessarily," answered the father, "only I 
thought a few preliminary remarks might set 
us on a better footing. For you are aggrieved ?" 

" Yes." 

" I am sorry — ^it is not my fietult. I could not 
trust you all at once, it was not natural. Com- 
paratively speakiDg, yoo were a stranger to 
me, and we met in the dark, and in a high 
wind. To expect a sudden burst of confidence 
under those conditions was scarcely to be ex- 
pected." 
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Brian sat down before his desk and took up 
his old position, with his thin hands clasped 
together on the papers with which it was 
covered. He did not interrupt his father in the 
profuse explanation which was proffered him ; 
but when it was completed, his sole reply was 
a fixed stare that was not pleasant to en<^ 
counter. Mr. Halfday looked away, and 
coughed behind his claw-like fingers ; he 
writhed perceptibly on his chair, and began to 
shake with his old nervousness. 

" But these are mere words, not deeds, you 
will think," he continued, after waiting for the 
answer that never came, ^' and we are not get^ 
ting on rapidly with the business of the even* 
ing. 

^* We are not," assented his son. 

*^CoDcerning this money, then, which was 
deposited by Miss Westbrook to the account of 
Adam Halfday, you are angry with me because 
I claim it as heir-at-law V" 

" It was deposited by mistake. It was not 
money belonging to my grandfather, I have 
told you," said Brian. 

VOL. II. F 
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" Had I not come back to England, you would 
have claimed the money?" 

*' Yes, and restored it to its rightful owner." 

** I am a man of the world, and understand 
human nature — you would have been its right- 
ful owner, and no one else," said Mr. Halfday. 
*' Miss Westbrook must have been pretty sure 
to whom the cash belonged when she paid it 
into Penton Bank." 

" Will you oblige me by not mentioning Miss 
Westbrook's name again t" said Brian, em- 
phatically. 

"Tou began it, not I. I have no wish to 
mention it." 

" And will you tell me what you want with 
me?" 

• "Certainly; I have come for that express 
purpose, but the matter is a delicate one, and 
should be approached by degrees, as we do not 
seem to understand each other." 

" We do not — we never shall." 

"If I knew you a little better," said the 
father, regretfully, " we should get on comfort- 
ably together. Over a glass or two of grog, 
now, and a good cigar, we might sink our small 
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difierences, and become father and son in real 
earnest. I don't want to run in opposition to 
you — I want to work with you, upon my soul, 
I do !" 

This William Halfday was not a deep man, 
and the little cunning that was in him was of a 
flimsy type, that lowered him without conceal- 
ing his real nature. He had been unsuccessful 
all his life from sheer lack of brains, which failed 
him at the present crisis as they had many times 
before. 

" Proceed," said Brian, as he paused ; " I am 
listening attentively to your arguments." 

" Since we parted, I have been making in- 
quiries about you," the father continued, " as it 
was my duty to do before I acted blindly on 
the various instructions which you gave me at 
Datchet Bridge. You asked for my whole con- 
fidence too quickly, too peremptorily, if you 
remember?" 

Brian nodded his head. To answer the 
question would have been to lose time in ar- 
riving at the motive for this man's visit to 
him. 

"My solicitor thought it would be wise of 

F 2 
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me to prosecate a few inTestigmtioDB, and he 
inatitated inqnirieB on his own aooonnt, and in 
the interest of his dient." 

Brian nodded again, aa if he admired his 
fstther's cantion, and had nothing to say against 
the means which had been adopted to discover 
his true character. 

^ And we have heard nothing to yoor disad- 
vantage, Brian," said Mr. Halfday; ^'yon are 
known all over Penton as a long-headed man, 
with a £suciAty for figures, and as hard a fellow 
at driving a bargain as any in the dty. Ton 
have saved money and invested money cleverly 
— ^yon are fond of money .** 

^ I am fond of money," echoed Brian, break- 
ing silence at last — " yes." 

^^All right, then. We shall get on famously 
together. Suppose, now " — he leaned forward, 
and began to shake more vigorously as he ap- 
proached the subject which had brought him 
there — " I offer to share this legacy with you 
— ^to give you one feir half of all we may ob- 
tain by acting together in concert — shoulder to 
shoulder, you know — ^would you not say I was 
honest in the matter ?" 



BRIBERY AND CORRUPTION. 69 

**If you could do without my help, I should 
say you were liberal,** replied Brian, somewhat 
enigmatically, " and if you require it, I should 
think you were politic." 

Mr. Halfday considered the reply before he 
said suddenly, 

** Yes, I require it." 

« I thought so." 

"Without we help each other," said Mr. 
Halfday, " this money will be lost to the two of 
us — we shall not get a penny of it — and I may 
be a clog upon you for the remainder of your 
days." 

" I see^" said Brian with another of his em- 
phatic nods, '4t is halves, or nothing." 

" That is exactly the position." 

" Did your solicitor suggest this amicable 
arrangement between us ?" asked Brian. 

'^ He has not the slightest idea there is any 
hitch in the matter. He believes everything is 
going on smoothly and successfully towards my 
prosperity — and I dare not tell him a single 
word." 

He would be shocked, perhaps f 

He would pretend to be shocked," was the 
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« With all my heart." 

Brian put his papers into his desk, which he 
locked and set aside, and placed on the table in 
its stead a decanter, two glasses, and a box of 
cigars. His whole manner had changed within 
the last few minutes, and Mr. fialfday, watching 
him fiirtively, congratulated himself on strip- 
ping from his son the disguise which had per- 
plexed him. Here was Brian Halfday his true 
self at last ! — ^it would have been very odd to 
find him different from the rest of the family, it 
would have been absolutely unnatural. 

Brian walked about the room singing wild 
snatches of song indicative of the high spirits 
to which his father's communication had raised 
him ; he mixed the brandy and water with a 
smiling countenance above the grog-glasses — 
he pushed the cigars towards his companion, 
and was particular in selecting one for himself 
which he lighted with all the care and atten- 
tion peculiar to a man who smokes his life 
away. 

** Now, to business again," he said, dropping 
into an easy-chair and stretching his legs to 
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their fhll length, ^it is consolatory to ihink 
we understand each other at last.** 

^Yoa said we nerer should," replied the 
iilher. 

^I did not know yon were going to treat me 
so handsomely, num pireT 

** Ah I yon did not know who was yonr best 
6knd ?" 

••No.'' 

^ Or gire him credit for haying a little of the 
fiunily shrewdness ?" 

•• Not an atom's worth." 

** Well, here's your health, Brian — ^your rery 
good health," said Mr. flalfday, lifting up his 
glass. 

•• And yours," responded Brian, as he imitat- 
ed his father's example. 

The two men drank, the elder in a practised 
manner, which tilted the contents at once out 
of sight ; and then they fiiced each other again, 
both smiling and genial — sire and son united 
after years of silence and distrust between 
them — a strange sight for the gods ! 

"Now, Brian," said William Halfday when 
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he had set his glass down, ^^ the real fact of the 
case is that your grandfather Adam did not die 
without a will." 
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CHAPTER VI. 

THE FAILURE OF THE MISSION. 

BRIAN HALFDAT took the cigar from his 
mouth, to breathe more freely after this 
annomicement. It was a momentary spasm of 
surprise, for he said very calmly the instant 
afterwards — 

'' Tes, that makes a difference in the position, 
certainly. Where is the will ?" 

"Ah I that is what I want you to find out." 

" That is my share of the work for a share of 
the plunder," said Brian, " if you will excuse my 
calling it plunder in the excitement of the 
moment." 

" I don't mind what you call it, so that the 
money gets into our hands." 



THE FAILURE OP THE MISSION. 75^ 

*^ I suppose not. And the lawyer is not aware- 
ofawiUr 

'' He has not the slightest idea," replied the^ 
father. 

" Who told you anything about it?" 

" Peter Scone — one of the brotherhood — an 
old man who was once cashier in the firm of 
Westbrook and Halfday." 

"I know him," said Brian, thoughtfully; 
"but he may be dreaming of all this — he is in 
his dotage." 

" He is the cunningest old fox that ever ex-^ 
isted !" cried Mr. Halfday ; " why that man did 
not make a fortune in his day I cannot con- 
ceive." 

"When did he tell you? — how was it that 
you met him ?" said Brian, with his old rapidity^ 
of utterance ; " go on — this is serious." 

"Ah ! by Heaven, it is, Brian." 

" We must do something — and that quickly.'^ 

" Ay — ^we must*" 

" Well, well," said Brian, impatiently, " get 
on with the story, and then we shall see how ta 
act." 

" Do you mind my helping myself to half a 
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g]aBB more of your brandy? — it steadies my 
nerves; and yon have probably observed an 
Awkward habit I have of trembling like an 

^' Drink slwslJj^ said Brian, carelessly. 

Mr. Halfday mixed his second glass of spirits 
and water whilst Brian looked gravely at him. 

** Shall I mix for you also ?'' asked the father. 

** Not now — presently." 

" As you please.** 

Mr. Halfday drank deeply, set his glass aside, 
and recommenced. 

** Ton must know, my dear boy," he said vety 
confidentially now, ^* that when it struck me I 
might require proofs of identification, I wrote to 
Peter Scone. He met me in the city, and we 
had a few words at first — not many — about a 
trifling and ridiculous loan which he had once 
advanced. I told him he should have the money 
with ample interest to boot, and that appeased 
him. He remembered me as William Halfday 
Tery clearly, and, provided his expenses were 
paid, was prepared to swear to me in any court 
of law in the United Kingdom." 

"And this will?" 
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** Don't be in a hurry, my dear boy," con- 
tinued Mr. Halfday, " he did not tell me any- 
thing about the will then ; but a few day& 
afterwards he came to me again, and in an 
artful, roundabout way that disgusted me, he 
let out he remembered Adam Halfday's mak-^ 
ing a will a few weeks before he died. He 
remembered witnessing it with another brother 
— and Adam's hiding it away somewhere in the 
church of the Hospital, where Peter Scone 
thought he might find it, if he were paid well for 
his trouble. Otherwise he fancied his memory 
might fail him at the last. Oh I that man's an 
awful humbug, Brian 1" 

" How much does he want ?" 

*'Fiye hundred pounds if he should be lucky 
enough to find it." 

" Does he know the contents of the will ?" 

" Oh ! yes, he knows — it is easily guessed at, 
he says, and I say so too. We are both out of 
the reckoning, that's certain." 

** Both of us. That is bad," said Brian. 

•* Devilish bad." 

'* Then it is Dorcas, whom he did not love a 
great deal, and to whom he was always as hard 
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and uncharitable as — I was/' mused Brian. 

" Yes — Dorcas — as if she could not wait until 
ter poor old father's death," whimpered Mr. 
Halfday, " before superaeding him in this way." 

*^ Dorcas I" said Brian again, '^ into whose 
iiands next is this accursed money to pass ?" 

«< Don't curse the money, Brian," implored 
his father ; '* it is profanity to go on like that. 
It is not business." 

** It must be Dorcas," said Brian to himself — 
'^'and there is more misery ahead of us." 

*' Misery I" cried the &ther, catching at the 
word. *^ I should rather think there was, 
unless we can raise — I mean, you can raise — 
five hundred pounds to pay this cormorant; 
and then no one need know about the will." 

*^ Why did Adam Halfday make this will at 
all t" said Brian. 

** Tou offended your grand&ther one day — " 

'* I was always offending him." 

*^ And he had saved a little money," con- 
tinued the father — *'he had scraped together, 
as you know yourseli^ some seventy pounds. 
He thought you wanted it, or had some idea 
he had saved it, and he swore to Peter Soone 
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that you should not be the better for his death 
by a single penny. He made a will, and Peter 
Scone and one of the brethren, since deceased, 
were the witnesses to the document." 

" So Peter Scone says ?" 

"Oh, it's true enough," groaned the father; 
**it's no use building on the hope that Peter 
has told a lie." 

/* He can be compelled to give up the will," 
daid Brian. 
^ ^ ^ By law, yoTi mean I But then that will 
nbt suit our book." 

" Ah I I had forgotten we do not benefit by 
the document." 

'* Besides, Scone does not own to possessing 
it — swears he has it not, — but thinks he may 
be able to find it," said the father. ** I have 
told yoft this before — how dull you are !" 

" Yes," assented Brian, " I am very dull." 

*^ Take some brandy," he said, stretching out 
his hand for the decanter ; '^ I always find that 
brandy ^" 

Brian had risen and set the decanter out of 
his father's reach. 

"No more in this house," said Brian, "or 
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you will go reeling to your home, babbling 
, your wretched secrets to anyone who cares to 
listen.'^ 

^'I am not such a fool as that," replied Mr. 
Halfday. 

" You are not wise," said Brian, contemptu- 
ously, " or you might have discovered I was 
the last man whom you could trust." 

**I trust you because it is your interest to 
help me." 

" I have no interest in the matter." 

"That's a cool remark, Brian," said the 
father,'" when you have just agreed to " 

"Nothing, Mr. Halfday. Pray do not mis- 
understand me." 

" But you will raise this five hundred pounds ?" 

" It may be a sum beyond my power to raise 
for any honest purpose — I shall not attempt the 
experiment in order to bribe that poor old ras- 
cal at St. Lazarus," said Brian. 

"You foolish fellow 1 don't you see it puts 
ten thousand pounds in your pockets ?" 

"And in yours — and I don't want you to 
have ten thousand pounds." 

"You will never betray my confidence?" 
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said the father, beginning to tremble once 
more. "1 have put my whole trust in you, 
Brian." 

'' Finding it difficult to discover a confederate 
elsewhere^ you come to me/' said Brian^ " and 
I have to meet deceit with deceit to get at 
your vile plans.'' 

"Hard names to your own father. This is 
^ sharper than a serpent's tooth ' — considerably 
sharper^" said Mr. Halfday^ abjectly. 

'^ The money is safer in Dorcas's hands than 
in yours." 

" The will may not be found." 

" It shall be found/' said Brian^ decisively. 

" I am sorry you should see it in this light/' 
continued the father. "I don't mean anyone 
harm^ for^ of course^ I should remember Dorcas^ 
who would not have been put in the will if 
your grandfather had known I was alivie. He 
was always particularly fond of me." 

"He always spoke of you as a scamp/' 
answered Brian. 

" Ah I that was his facetious way. He 
called me a young scamp when I was two 
years old, but he never meant anything by it." 

VOL. n. Qt 
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Brian looked at his watch. 

"I have no more time to spare,'* he said, 
bluntly. 

Mr. Halfday senior took the hint, and rose. 
When he wos standing before Brian, twirling 
his hat nervously in his hands, he said, 

^'All that I have said, Brian, is in the 
strictest confidence.'* 

" I am bound to no promise.** 

^^ I have told you the whole truth, thinking 
you would see the matter in the same light as 
myself,** Mr. Halfday continued, ^^and you 
were acting all the time.** 

'' Not all the time.** 

" You led me to think I might put faith in 
you — ^you did indeed." 

" Did you put faith in me when you came to 
Datchet Bridge ?" asked Brian sternly. 

"You frightened me then— it was meeting a 
stranger and expecting perfect confidence at 
once — ^it was natural I should be upon my 
guard," was the reply. " But now, Brian — now 
I have made inquiries and found how good and 
earnest and strong-minded and careful a fellow 
you are, I " 
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" I will hear no more," shouted Brian, as he 
sprang to his feet ; " I will bear with you no 
more. Do your worst, or best, I am opposed to 
you ; you are a villain, and had hoped to find 
your likeness in the son you ran away from. 
Now, sir, let me see you from this house for 
ever." 

The man cowered at the wrath of Brian*s 
words and looks. He was afraid of him, and he 
slunk towards the door without another protest 
against the reception he had met with ; he had 
shown his hand and been defeated ; he had dis- 
covered an honest man, whose behaviour had 
perplexed him, and whose disregard of his own 
interests was past all comprehension. He had 
been led to expect so very different a man in 
Brian Halfday ; he had found an enemy where 
he had believed a friend and confidant would 
rise up for a bribe. He could scarcely see his 
way to the end now — ruin and disgrace stared 
him in the face. 

He went along the public rooms of the 
Museum preceded by its custodian ; he crept 
like a shadow of evil down the broad oaken 
staircase into the hall ; he sidled from the hall 

g2 



84 AS LONG AS SHE LIVED. 

into the street without another word to Brian, 
or even afhrtiye glance at him as he passed him 
on his way. 
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CHAPTER VII. 



KNATBS IN COUNCIL. 



WHEN be was fairly out of sight of his son, 
who remained at the open door of the 
Penton Museum as though the night air was 
grateful to him, Mr. William Halfday came to 
a fall stop. The curves of the narrow, old- 
fashioned street had left him nothing save the 
top windows of the Museum to shake his 
clenched aud trembling hands at, but this he 
did with energy, and with a considerable 
amount of violent and improper language. 

He was still anathematizing his son with a 
vigour and eloquence that would have reflected 
credit on a better cause, when some one touched 
him suddenly and sharply on the shoulder with 
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a stick. Mr. Halfilay iras his natural self at 
once ; he gare a cry of alarm, and feU against 
the waU for support in his new fiigfat. 

"Well — how did you get on with him?'* 
croaked a rasty Toice in his ears, and Mr. Half> 
day, coming ba<^ by spasms to more sd^com- 
posnre, recognised the form and features ci old 
Pet^r Scone. He recollected also that this 
brother of the NoUe Poor had qpoit the afi»^ 
noon with him, and promised to wait for him 
near the gates of the Cathedral till the inter- 
Tiew with Brian had taken jdace^ and here was 
the man grinning Uke a death^s head and wait- 
ing for the news. 

" How yon haTe scared me. Scone T he said. 

^ Did yon take me fi»r a polk^nan, Halfilay !^ 
asked the old man. 

"^I haTe nothing to fear from the police ; but 
I hate to be taken off my guard,'' he answered. 

"^Well, well, what does he sayT asked 
Peter^ Tery eag^y ; ** you haTen*t told me one 
scrap of the news for which I hare been waiting 
and shirerin^ hste this hour." 

^ Let us get into the dose, wfai»e we can 
talk sa&Iy,*^ said Mr. Halfiay; ^tihwe may 
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be listeners at every corner of these cursed- 
alleys." 

" So there may," assented Scone, as he put 
his left arm through William Halfday's right, 
and toddled on by his side. "Am I leaning 
too heavily upon you ?" 

" Yes, you are," said Mr. Halfday, frankly. 

" I can't help it. I'm a very old man, William, 
and require support. I have not your robust 
youth and strength." 

" Don't talk like a fool," growled Halfday. 

They passed through the open gates into the 
Close^ and made for the broad road between the 
elms and the tall houses of the dean and 
chapter, where there were some yards of open 
ground on either side of them. An eaves- 
dropper under the giant trees, or lurking in the 
shadow of the opposite wall, could have learned 
nothing from their conversation, and might as 
profitably have been concealed in the cathedral 

towers which loomed before them in a starlit 
sky. 

"Well, well — ^what does the curator say?" 
said Peter Scone again ; " you put the question 
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** Oh, yea — certainly." 

'^Besides, he would pot have believed me, 
and I — I thought it was quite safe, he seemed 
to seize the bait so greedily. And it was 
play-acting — ^vile deception — by all that's holy I 
And that man I am compelled by the law of 
the country to call my son I" he cried. 

" It's hard," said Peter. 

" I will never forgive him. Peter, old fellow, 
I have only you to trust in now. You will not 
desert me ?" 

" I am a poor man, and can't do anything for 
you, William." • 

**You can. And I can do a deal for you 
when I get rich, if you will only wait." 

** How do you mean ?" 

"I have explained it before, Peter; but 
you don't, or you won't understand," said Mr. 
Halfday, in an injured tone of voice. " If you 
say nothing about the will " 

" I never said positively there was a will," 
remarked Peter, cautiously. "I remember 
witnessing Adam's signature to some document 
or other, and Adam's saying he knew where to 
keep the paper in safety — and I think I might 
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be able, in a long search, to find it if it's still in 
existence. That is all I said." 

"Except that you wanted five hundred 
pounds." 

** I never said that, William. You remarked," 
and here the old man's bony fingers closed 
tightly on the arm of his companion, ^' that it 
would be worth five hundred pounds to anyone 
to find that will, and I agreed with you. This 
might be a long search — for Adam was an 
old magpie in storing things in holes and 
comers — and to find the will was wealth to the 
legatee at any rate." 

"Look here, Peter," said Mr. Halfday, "you 
can keep the will till I am rich. That's fair. 
Let me get out the letters of administration 
and come into the property, and I will give you 
two thousand pounds down on the day you 
bring the document to me. You're safe — I am 
not." 

" I could not trust you, William," Mr. Scone 
answered, shaking his head vigorously; "you 
would be off with all the money within an hour 
of laying your hands upon it. You have a 
most unpleasant way of slipping into ob- 
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scurity when it suits with your convenience/'! 

" I swear I will pay you every penny that I 
promise you. Bind me down in any way^ 
Peter — and rely on my good faith." 

" I never relied upon anyone's good faith ia 
my life, and I am not going to begin now," said 
Peter ; " besides, life is short, and I'm eighty- 
six years of age. Hale and strong, but a very 
old man, William — awfiiUy old." 

" Awfully obstinate and distrustful," mutter- 
ed William Halfday. 

"And this may be robbing your own 
daughter, although I haven't a doubt but that 
you would provide properly for her." 

" To be sure I would." 

" Although, if this will could be found — I say 
if it could be found — Dorcas would pay a& 
handsomely as you to anyone lucky enough ta 
discover it ; or Dorcas's mistress, the rich Miss* 
Westbrook from the States, would give the man 
who found it money down. And William Half- 
day, it's the money down — in these old hands 
— I want. Six months hence may be too late- 
for me — six weeks hence — six days. Q-ood God, 
man, don't you understand? I'm eightynsix 
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j^ears of age, and haven't time to enjoy life and 
money without I'm sharp about it. I must have 
money now — a heap of money I" 

Peter Scone's avarice and eagerness were 
pitiable things to witness ; but they were dis- 
played before one whose feelings were not 
likely to be impressed or shocked. Ualfday 
was fighting for money abio, after his own bad 
fashion, but life was not at a critical point with 
him as with this aged man who clung to him, 
«nd raved of riches, and would not trust to time 
to bring them to him. 

^^ I dare not ask my lawyer for more money. 
He told me flatly 1 must not expect any more," 
«aid William Halfday ; " and that I could afford 
to wait. To ask for a large sum would be to 
arouse hiA suspicions and set spies upon me. 
Peter, you must help me ; you must not tiurn 
against me, and send me to beggary like this." 

*' I don't send you to beggary." 

*'Toudo. They will never help me. Brian 
hates me, and so will Dorcas ; and I shall be 
<^Bt down into the dirt of the streets. Had my 
father known I was coming back he would have 
left me a wealthy man." 
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" I don't fancy he would have done anything of 
the kind," said Peter Scone; " but this is not 
time for fancy, is it?" 

" Where are you going?" 

*' To Miss Westbrook — ^and your daughter." 

** Do you know where to find them ?" 

"Yes. Miss Westbrook answered a letter 
of mine this afbemoon." 

*' You will drive no bargain with them. You: 
have lost your chance." 

« Eh — how's that ?" asked Peter Scone, alarm- 
ed at this declaration. 

" Brian is not a man to stand still — ^he will 
have sought them out by this time. I saw it 
in his face." 

" He will not discover them very easily, and 
he can do no good if he does. He has only 
your word for all this." 

" He may go to the Hospital and search tny 
father's rooms again, and yours, finding you 
are away from home." 

Peter Scone broke into a childish little laugh,, 
and patted William Halfday affectionately upon 
the arm. 

" If I cannot put my hand upon that will^ 
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010 one else is likely to do so^ William. If I 
were to die to-night, no one in all the world 
would ever find it, William,^^ croaked old Peter 
Scone. "I am not afraid of what your son 
can do, clever as he thinks himself.^' 

If he were to die to-night I It was a strange 
thought to put into the head of a man as 
desperate as William Halfday. " If he were to 
die to-night, no one would ever find the will," 
that was what the old man said, and meant ; 
and dying suddenly as old men did die very 
often, he, William Halfday, would have leisure 
to grow rich I 

What was this man's life worth, even to 
lumself, that he should stand a barrier in the 
way of another's preferment? Why was a 
man's whole future, a man's last chance, to be 
sacrificed to this old wretch's rapacity and dis- 
trust? 

" I hope you will not do anything in a hurry," 
said William Halfday. ^^ I may see my way to 
money in the morning yet." 

'^ I can't wait, and I shan't wait, William," 
replied Mr. Scone, decisively. "I have acted 
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fairly by you, and tried to help you ; and if 
you have failed to help me in my turn, why, 
there^s no blame to either of us. They may 
treat me badly though," said the old man; 
'^Dorcas does not like me, and she will set 

the American girl against me, too, unless 

Hal would you," he shrieked suddenly — *'a 
poor old man like me, and eighty-six— help, 
help — here's murder doing !" 

It was a stronger, sharper cry than the 
younger man had expected, and his brute- 
courage &iled him. Life was not to be shaken 
so quickly from the body of Peter Scone, who 
had aroused the echoes of this ancient place 
with his ^ild cry for succour. The hands re- 
laxed their grasp of the throat, and William 
Halfday's voice said, quickly and tremulously — 

"A little joke of mine, Peter — ^that's all. 
Were you frightened? There, don't make a 
noise. Lean on me. My fun, nothing else, I 
assure you. Only my fun, to show you what 
might have happened from people more unprin- 
cipled than I am. Don't think anything of it 
—don't " 
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But Peter had slid from his hold to the 
ground in his fright, and brought his poor old 
head against the iron railings of the cathedral 
garden. He was not dead, but he looked so 
like a dead man — he lay so still and quiet there 
— that William Halfday thought he was. The 
man was scared almost unto death himself at 
the sight of all that had happened in the last 
few minutes — at the consciousness of what 
might happen to him next if he were not 
prompt of action. He leaned over Peter Scone, 
and tried to feel for the beating of his heart, 
and failed, in the confusion of his own distract- 
ed mind, to discover any sign of life. He lis- 
tened as if for the hurrying footsteps of people 
alarmed by the cry that had broken upon the 
stillness of the Close; but the leaves of the 
great elms were only rustling above him in the 
Summer air. 

Under the hand that had sought for a heart- 
throb lay temptation again, in the shape of a 
pocket-book and key, which had been tied to- 
gether by string, and deposited in the breast- 
pocket of Peter Scone before he had left the 
Hospital that afternoon. William Halfday for- 
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got part of his alarm at this discovery. Here 
might be the clue to the will of his father, and 
it was this, perhaps, which Peter had wished to 
sell him for five hundred pounds. He stood 
erect with the key and pocket-book in his 
hand. The owner was lying very quietly under 
the trees, and there was no one astir in Penton 
Close save he who had brought about the deed. 
Let him be gone before the world moved in 
this miserable matter, and wondered how Peter 
Scone had come to his death, and expressed its 
regret that there had been no one to look after 
a man bowed by age and infirmities, and liable 
to run down as suddenly as this at any mo- 
ment. 

He slunk away in the shadow of the wall, 
and reached the Close gates, and the archway 
in which they were set. There was a light in 
the lodge, and the porter was reading a news- 
paper by it, as he passed through unperceived. 
There was a clock over the mantelpiece of the 
room, William Halfday noticed, and it marked 
five minutes to the time of locking up for the 
night. By those minutes he had saved his 
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ne^ Peter Soone would fie in the open air 
till morning now, and the noisy rooks wonld be 
the first to find hinu 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

ANGELO'S WOOING. 

IT was not a diflScult task for Angelo Salmon 
to discover the new home of Miss West- 
brook. There had been little disguise about 
it — only one faint effort to keep " herself to her- 
self" for a day or two until she had had time 
to arrange her plans, and look more closely at 
the future. Mabel had no wish to hide for 
ever from the friends who had gathered round 
in the days of her prosperity — even from the 
friends whom she had made in Penton ; but as 
she told Dorcas very frankly, she did not desire 
to be ** bothered " with them at present. They 
would respect her seclusion for a few days, she 
thought, not reckoning on the pertinacity of 
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Mr, Angelo Salmon, whose reverence for her 
did not extend to keeping in the background 
a minute longer than he could help. She 
had parted from him in a hasty fashion, and he 
was entitled to say " adieu " — ^if it were to be 
adieu — his own way, at all events. He had 
taken counsel of Brian flalfday, a sober and 
discreet man, before he had ventured to act 
upon the impulses of his own soft heart, and he 
would tell all this plainly to Miss Westbrook, 
quote his authority, and make his apologies, 
and she, he trusted, would forgive him. He 
was at the door of the house, wherein Miss 
Westbrook had sought shelter from society, at 
nine in the evening of the day she had been 
driven from St. Lazarus by the flyman whom 
Angelo had '' interviewed," and given a sove- 
reign for '• information received." 

Miss Westbrook and Dorcas were not at Pen- 
ton, but residing in apartments in a rustic little 
villa between St. Lazarus and the city itself. 
A bill in the upstairs window, calling attention 
to furnished lodgings within, had arrested Ma- 
bel's notice on her journey from ,i;he Hospital, 
and she had called to the driver to stop, with 
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something more of her old impulse than she 
had lately exhibited. 

" If we could rest there for a day or two, 
Dorcas," said Mabel, ** I should be glad." 

" But your rooms at the * Mitre V " 

" Oh I I must give them up, and the maid -^^ 

who is waiting for me there — I haven't told 
you I am down in the world, Dorcas." . 

" Down in the world I" said Dorcas, opening 
her dark eyes to their full extent at the 
announcement, for she had heard not a word of 
the loss of fortune which had befallen her 
companion. 

" Yes — I will tell you when we are settled." 

And when they had settled in these quiet 
country quarters, and Dorcas had heard and 
been amazed by the news — and had only found 
time to express a little sympathy, and give way 
to several showers of tears, at which Mabel 
Westbrook laughed — it was formally announced 
by the landlady that Mr. Angelo Salmon was 
waiting below, and would be very glad to be 
honoured by an interview with Miss West- 
brook. ^ 

The gentleman in attendance would have 
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been acneeljr jbtlned had he heard the firank 
f nm watm of lEai Westtsook^s opinkm vpoQ 
hkadrent. 

''HowTerf tireaomer' die exdaimed, '""then 
he has tofotkd ua €mt mbemdj.'' 

"He k alwajB ptymg winat/' aaid DcRcaSyin 
a iDGie angiy iaoe than her nnstreaB, ''he 
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''HiMh! child^' aaid Mabd Terjr qokldf^ 
^ this is a dear ftioid of wine, of whom we 
cannot affind to Ihink unkindly/' 

'^A dear fiimdr' aaid Dofxaa, with her eyes 
widening again^ •'yon don't mean " 

''That he is any dearer than a Mend. Oh 
no," she added, with another langfa. 

"Ah!" aaid Dorcas, ''he maybe presoitlT. 
Thoe is no tdling what may happen afta* the 
fint start.' 

"Thafs jdiiloaophy, Dorcas," answered 
Mabd, " bat we ¥rill leave the consideration of 
it for the joesent." 

The sabject was postponed, and Mr. Angelo 
Salmon sent for instead. He came in softly, as 
though a noise were likdy to dLstorb the 
inmates of the room, and blnahed and stam- 
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mered as he said *' Good evening/' and bowed 
low over the extended hand of Mabel West- 
brook. 

'' You have soon found na" said Mabel. 

'^ Yes, I have found yon/' he replied, *'and I 
am very glad." 

'^ How did you obtain the address V 

" I met the flyman — accidentally, just now in 
the High Street — and it struck me he would 
know/' replied Angelo, blushing more vividly 
than ever. 

^' Yes, — but how did you know the flyman ?" 

^* The flyman ?— oh ! the flyman, I think you 
said/' was the confused reply, " well, Hodsman 
told me there was a piebald horse to the fly, 
and there are only three piebald horses in 
Penton, and I — but I am very glad to see yon 
again. Miss Westbrook." 

^' I did not anticipate the honour would arrive 
so speedily. You might have given me more 
time to collect my thoughts/' said Mabel. 

*' I was uneasy — I was anxious — I was reallv 
miserable. Miss Westbrook, to think you had 
left us," answered Angelo. 

« Indeed." 



104 AS LONG AS SHE LIVED. 

" And I hope you are not angry with me for 
taking the first opportunity of coming to see 
you," he said imploringly. 

"No," said Mabel thoughtfully, "I am not 
angry at a kind attention, or a generous im- 
pulse — no true woman should be." 

True woman! He remembered Brian Half- 
day's words of consolation and encouragement 
at once : " A woman is only ungrateful to true 
affection when she is no true woman !" They 
gave him courage to speak out by degrees all 
that was in his heart, poor nervous being 
though he was, at his best. And Angelo 
Salmon was certainly at his best that night. 

" I did not feel I could rest until I had dis- 
covered you," he continued, ^' and I hope you 
are not in any way vexed because 1 have 
arrived so quickly after your departure from 
my father's house. I have not acted hastily, or 
entirely on my own judgment in this matter." 

Mabel looked surprised. 

^' I do not understand you, Mr. Angelo," she 
said. 

"I will explain in one minute. Miss West- 
brook," he replied. 
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He took time to recover that amount of com- 
posure which he had lost, and whilst absorbed in 
the process, Dorcas stole from the room, like the 
considerate young woman that she was on that 
occasion. Angelo did not notice her departure ;. 
but Mabel let her go for purposes of her own. 
It might be as well that this folly of Angelo 
Salmon's should be ended at once and for ever 
— it would leave his path of life very clear 
ahead of him, and there would be no misunder- 
standing between ^them from that night; Let 
him confess all that was in his heart, and thu& 
put an end to the delusion which he had fos- 
tered. 

Angelo recovered himself somewhat^ coughed 
fistintly, and began again — 

** I have not acted entirely on my own judg- 
ment, Miss Westbrook, 1 was saying," he com- 
menced ; " or rather, I submitted my own 
impressions to one in whom you once desired 
me to place confidence." 

Who is that ?" said Mabel, quickly. 
Mr. Brian Halfday." 

" Yes— but " 

She did not complete her sentence, and 
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Angelo Salmon, after waiting a few moments, 
aresumed the thread of his argument. 

" You told me it was your conviction that I 
might rely upon Mr. Halfday as a friend ; and 
I went to him when I discovered you had left 
the Hospital of St. Lazarus." 

''I would have preferred your coming straight 
io me. It would have been more manly," said 
Mabel, thoughtfully. 

Angelo looked disconsolate at this. He had 
ibllowed her advice, and she did not compli- 
ment him on his blind obedience. 

** I had quite made up my mind what to do, 
Miss Westbrook,'' he said, ^^ before I saw Mr, 
Halfday, for that matter." 

^^ What was the use of disturbing him, then ?" 

^^ I — I don't know. I thought I would hear 
what he had to say.'' 

^^ And now I will hear what you have to say, 
Mr. Salmon,'' said Mabel, readily; ^^and we 
will set aside this Mr. Halfday from our dis- 
cussion. Proceed." 

She leaned back in her chair, and waited very 
patiently and coldly for his statement, whilst 
the red blood deepened more upon his forehead 
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and cherubic cheeks. But with all his con- 
fusion^ his courage was not lacking to confess 
the truth. It was the courage of despair^ too, 
he knew already ; but he went on^ speaking 
with less embarrassment as he proceeded : 

*^ I am resuming a subject which I began this 
morning — which I would have finished then if 
you would have allowed me/^ he continued; 
'^ and which if I blunder through now I hope 
you will forgive. For I am clumsy of speech ; 
I have not the happy knack of expressing by 
words exactly what I wish to say." 

'^ I think you have.'' 

'' I thank you for the compliment, but I know 
1 havenH," he replied. " I know very well 
Tm not a man up to the mark — that ^a rock 
or two more,' as the old women term it, 
would have completely settled me. But that is 
neither here nor there ; I wish to say, to begin 
with, that I hope you will not consider me less 
your friend than formerly, and that in every 
way in which I can be of service, I hope you 
will command me.^^ 

" I do not see that in any way I can call upon 
you for assistance,^^ was Mabel^s answer. 
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You cannot tell. The loss of a large for- 
tune may entail upon you, for a short while^ at 
least, pecuniary embarrassments for which you 
are not prepared at present, and I — I may — I 
beg your pardon/' he added^ as Mabel held up 
her small white hand. 

''Do not talk to me of money," she said; 
"you are very good, and I appreciate your 
goodness, but please do not talk to me of 
money. I have a balance still at Pentoh Bank." 

Angelo remembered Brian Halfday's warning. 

" I beg pardon," he said again. " I will not 
mention another word concerning it, only I did 
not know how you might be situated after the 
collapse of the bank in the States, and — and 
it suggested itself to me ^' 

"You will spare me, I know," said Isabel, 
once more interrupting him; "you will un- 
derstand I am a proud and independent little 
woman at present. Mr. Halfday surely did not 
advise you to talk of money to me ?" 

" Oh 1 no." 

" I am glad of that," said Mabel. 

"It is only fair to Mr. Halfday to remark 
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that he strongly advised me not, to mention 
money to you." 

**He and I have quarrelled about money 
matters before this/' said Mabel, thoughtfully, 
" and he knows the danger of the topic. But," 
she added^ with her white forehead knit a little 
with the '^ second thoughts" behind it^ ''why 
did he ask you to be careful in this case with 
mer' 

'' One moment, if you will allow me, and I 
will explain/^ he entreated. 

'' I am in no hurry .^' 

Angelo Salmon took a long breath, and then 
dived into the one great subject of bis life, and 
got over it for good. 

''Miss Westbrook — Miss Mabel,^' he began, "it 
is useless to dispute the fact that — that I have 
been a different being since I first had the 
pleasure of your acquaintance. I — I have felt a 
wiser and better man, if you will not think me 
conceited in saying so. I have seen before me 
something to live for — and strive for — and pray 
for — and that is your affection. Miss West- 
brook, upon my word and honour, I love you 
very much indeed." 
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It was a simple confession, and soon related. 
There was no eloquence about it, and a great 
deal of embarrassment ; but it was a genuine 
utterance, which a£Fected the listener more than 
a page and a half c^ the best blank verse 
would have done under similar circumstances. 

Mabel looked down^ and changed colour at 
the young man's earnestness, and the tears for 
a while swam in her great grey eyes. 

Angelo awaited her reply^ and presently it 
came: — 

" My poor Angelo,'' she said^ in a strange, 
sad tone which he knew at once presaged his 
death-warrant, "I am very sorry you should 
have thought of me. I am not unmindful of 
the value of the compliment you pay me, or 
why at such a time you speak out all that is in 
your heart; but I wish you had not said a 
word." 

*^ Why ?" 

'^ Because you might have seen the truth for 
yourself, and spared both of us/' she replied ; 
^^ because your proposal suggests I have given 
you encouragement." 

'^ Now pray don't think that for a moment," 
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ADgelo hafitened to add. ^^I am preBumptu- 
ouB, I know — 1 should have waited a longer 
period — addressed you in a different manner — 
said and done a hundred different things in a 
hundred different ways — but I could only 
realize the facts that you had met misfortune,, 
were going from Penton, and in a single mo- 
ment I might lose you. I was miserable — and 
I came to you.'' 

''In declining this offer, Angelo/' she said^ 
" do I render you less miserable V^ 

*' I — ^I don't know," was his reply. 

" And I must decline it — thankfully, but very 
firmly— and trusting such a question as this 
may never rise between us again." 

*'Very well — certainly — of course it shall 
not," said Angelo, with a great gulp down of 
something in his throat, " I am the last man to 
harass and distress you by my pertinacity." 

*' I believe that." 

" Although I did not expect you would say 
* yes ' to my proposal," he continued, '' or was 
vain enough to believe I had made any im» 
pression upon you. Quite the contrary.^ 

" Why then " 
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" But as I told Mr. Halfday a short while 
ago, I only wanted a faint hope to build upon, 
a hope that in good time — ^a long day hence — I 
don't care how long — I mean I do care about 
that a little — ^^ he said, correcting himself, 
^nd blushing more vividly at his blunder, '* that 
you would leatn to regard me with less — less — 
dislike.'' 

** I do not dislike you, Mr. Salmon/' Mabel 
replied, '' I know you are an honest and true 
friend. Keep so — I am short of friends just 
now — but never let me think again you are 
dreaming of me as your future wife. 1 am 
totally unfit for you." 

" Yes," said Angelo, with a heavy sigh, ^* he 
tsaid so." 

" Who said so ?" 

" Brian Halfday." 

"This evening?" 

" Yes." 

" You two appear to have been discussing all 
my merits and demerits," Mabel remarked. 

" You said he was a man to place confidence 
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" Yes. But one man does not go to another 
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to trouble him with such love nonsense as this." 

** No — no," cried Angelo, " not nonsense — to 
love you !" 

Mabel coloured again. 

^* A man like Brian Halfday would consider 
your confession nonsensical and trivial/' said 
Mabel. 

''Oh no,'' answered Angelo, ''he saw I was 
in earnest." 

"And needed his advice ?" 

« Well— yes." 

" And he gave you a sufficient amount of it 
to bring you here ?" 

" Yes," Angelo said again, and this time very 
mournfully. 

"A sufficient amount of encouragement, I 
mean ?" 

" Yes," said Angelo for the third time. 

Mabel clasped her hands together, and leaned 
forwards, full of interest in the subject. 

*' Tell me what he said," asked Mabel West- 
brook, almost sharply. 
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CHAPTER DL 



''pumping/' 



AN6ELO SALMON was not a qnick-wiited 
man, but he looked i^ aa Mabel's voice 
dianged. There was something in the tones, 
and in her manner, that stnu^ him as peculiar, 
and Mabel saw he peroeiyed it. 

^ I am only cmions to learn how so hard and 
strange a man as Brian Halfday wonld consider 
a matter of this kind, and in a light enconraging 
to yon,'' said Mabel, as if in explanation. 






It is no secret, I suppose?" 

No — ^bnt why should I embarrass yon fur- 
ther by all this V he replied. 

** Don't mind me, Angelo," she said. ** Mr. 
Halfday, I should haye imagined, would have 
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been angry at your intruding on his studies — 
would have laughed at your romance, even if 
he had finally warned you of the folly of foster- 
ing it." 

"I have said, Miss Westbrook> he did no- 
thing of the kind/^ replied Angelo ; '' he re- 
ceived me favourably, and listened patiently, 
after a time.'' 

"And what did he advise you to do — and 
say I This man/' she added angrily, "who 
had no right to advise you concerning myself, 
who knows less of me than you do, and cares 
a great deal less too. Why will you not tell 
me what he said V 

"It is no use," said Angelo, shaking his 
head— "it is only prolonging my pain." 

" Prolonging your fiddlestick 1" cried Mabel, 
with more energy and less sentiment. " I sup- 
pose you did not follow his advice, and don't 
like to confess as much to me. He told you to 
keep away — you know he did 1" 

"Upon my honour he did not," said Angelo, 
lured into the relation of the facts at last ; " he 
told me to persevere — to tell the truth of my 
love, and win you." 
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'' And nio me V^ aid Ihbd, ber Toice sink- 
mg Tery low now — " as if it were an easy task 
fcrjoor 

''No--]ie did not imply tfaat.^' 

"Ab if I wne an easy oonqneat to anj man 
with m<mey enough to ke^ me!^ 

^I have abeadf told yoQ, Hiam WeatliiodE, 
that he canticMied me against mmtxwing monej 
in your pgeeence»^^ Angdo anaweied. 

''Ah! so yon haTe,'' was the rqply. ''He 
iketched oat quite a ^an of the campaign for 
yon. I hope yon hare foUowed his instnio- 
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" Yon are vexed with me tar going to him/' 
ssidAngdo. 

"It does not matter in the least,'' replied 
Mabel — " no, I am not vexed ; bat yon acted 
fDofisUy in going, that is aD. Shall yon re- 
torn and ^1 him that his advice has been vanity 
and vexation, and yon have failed to secnre 
me?" 

" I don't know what I shall do," re^wnded 
Angelo helplessly. 

^ He will be surprised at the result of your 
misBion," said Mabel. 
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« He may be. I can't tell/' 

" Women, in hi« estimation^ are easily cap- 
tured, it is evident,'' she continued, thought- 
fully; ^^ although ^ise men make mistakes at 
times, when women are in question." 

" You are offended with me for not acting on 
my own judgment," cried Angelo, " and yet I 
fihotild have come here with the same words on 
my lips-^the same feelings in my breast." 

** I am not offended with you/' she replied. 

" With him, then V he said, shrewdly. 

" No, certainly not." 

^* Not for encouraging me — and wishing me 
God speed ?" 

" In wishing you God speed," she repeated, 
" he must have been deeply interested in this 
case, and I am very much surprised." 

**He would be naturally interested," said 
Angelo. 

'* Why t" 

" He is interested in you." 

" Yes — so it seems 1" 

« You did not doubt that !" 

"I did not think much about it," replied 
Mabel carelessly ; ^^ I came to England in search 
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of his grandfather-of himself and sister— of 
any one of his kin, and that probably aroused 
a certain amount of interest in me in return — 
Buch interest as it was. But there, there, do 
not let us talk about it any more I It is not 
worth the waste of words we have given to it, 
Angelo." 

" If you remember, it is not my fault that 
we have dwelt upon it so long," said Angelo. 

"Is it not?'' she answered absently. "Ah I 
well — ^perhaps I was curious a little. And now, 
you will promise me never to speak of this 
again — to take my answer as final — to accept 
my thanks once more for the honour you have 
done me — and to keep my friend for the little 
while longer I remain in England." 

** Are you thinking of leaving England, then ?" 
he faltered forth. 

"Yes, I shall go back to America very 
soon." 

" You have not said anything of this before,'^ 
he said, half reproachfully. 

"I have not had much time," answered 
Mabel, with a smile; "but there are many 
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friends over there "^ho can help me — and will 
^ help me.'' 

*• I fancied you had no very intimate friendi^ 
there — I — I thought you said it was your grands 
father's wish you should live in England," re- 
marked Angelo. 

^' He thought I should be a rich woman. In 
England there is not much sympathy for a 
poor one." 

" Oh ! Miss Westbrook 1'' 

"What is the matter?'^ 

" I did not think you could speak so bitterly 
as that.'' 

Mabel laughed. 

"You see I am not perfection/' she said, 
"but a cross-grained female, whom a little puts 
out. You will find me my old self to-morrow, 
if you care to call." 

''If I carel" exclaimed Angelo, "of course I 
care— although I am awfdlly distracted in mind, 
and dare hardly see you yet." 

His voice shook a little with its old feeble- 
ness, and Mabel looked critically at him. 

" No, upon second thoughts, don't come, An- 
gelo, to-morrow.' 
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^ Yciy wM — if yoa wkh me not." 
''Take a holiday. (}o to your cfaamben in 
Loodon-Mir to tiie aeaaidey irfaete a diange will 
do yoa good. I aa anre <^ it^'' added MabeL 

''Yon hare takoi Mr. Halfdaya adrioe — now, 
do me a ficFonr, and tiy mine.'' 

''And go away from yon V 

« Yee— for awfafle." 

"It win be for ever. Ton will disappear, 
and never teE me where yon are again.'' 

"No, I will not. Althoagh it wonld be as 
wdl, peihapa," she answered. 

" I will go,** he said, lising ; " I am sorry I 
have tronUed yon so mnch this evening, bat I 
felt I shonld like to explain the trae state of my 
feeKngs, and I have done so— with a vengeance,^ 
he added, in so dismal a tone, and with so odd 
a look, that Mabd Wesibrook might have laugh- 
ed nnder different cinmmstanoeB. 

She was in no langhing mood that evening, 
however ; Angdo had said mnch to disturb hei:, 
and there remained food for thought in his 
oonfession. She was sony now that he had 
wooing to her. Only a little while ago it 
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had seemed better for him and her that they 
should clearly understand each other, but she 
was scarcely certain now of the wisdom of the 
step he had undertaken. It had been done in 
a hurry, and there was conftision in consequence. 
She was glad when he had shaken hands with 
her and quitted the house ; there was a sense 
of relief in his absence — ^in the loneliness that 
seemed to come to her by way of* comfort after 
he had gone. 

She did not move from the seat where be 
had left her, but drifted at once into tbcmgbto 
bom of the interview and of her stay m 
England, and both strangely intermixed* Life 
had been a whirl of events with her sinoe she 
had acted for herself in it, and fJiere hml 
ensued much responsibility, some myeUty^ ec4 
more mistakes. All her girlish th<w n | rt» b r 
girlish happiness even — seemed to hs^e «naiihi4 
in these latter days^ and to hsre kH inr m 
cold, hard, matter-of-fact woommu I9u^ WI 
looked for peace and rest in Eof^mA Mt ik^ 
had not come to her; tlie laA iMMmt i ^ 
friends here, and she wise orif mm7^f0tiwU4 r.j 
people whom it was impoMftfe tfi^ *woapys^»0fcA^ 
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The worid had been fbU of sodden diangei^ 
mud it was natural that she should diange with 
it ; bat she was not growing more oontoiL 

A soft presBore of two folded hands iqK>n her 
,flhonlder aronsed her from thought at last* and 
to the oonsdonsnesB of the night's being an 
hoor older since her gnest had withdrawn. 

^'Yoa are Tory sad, my nustresB^" saU the 
low TOice of Dorcas in her ears, ^and it is 
nnhke jon.'' 

"*! am only thooghtfoL'' 

'^ There are tears npon yonr dieeks.'* 

""I did not know that,'' sud Mabel, hastily 
broshing them away. 

^ Is it because of the m<Miey you haTe lost, 
after aUr 

«Xo--no, Dorcas." 

^ I am glad," said Dorcas. ^ I have heard so 
mudi of nKmey aU my fife, there have be^i soc^ 
struggles fi^r it in my &mity, I see the Tahie 
and the power of it myself so dearly, that it 
was natural to think you diould be fretting for 
itslo6&^ 

Mabd shook her head and smiled £untly. 
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** When it loses me my friends it will be time 
to grievey" said HabeL 

'*I am to be one of yonr friends — do 70a 
think yon -will lose me ?" inquired Dorcas* 

*^ I hope not ; and yet yon may not like to- 
go to America," said Mabel. 

*' To America I Yon have not spoken of that 
journey before." 

*^ No ; I hare jnst made up my mind." 

" To America !" repeated Dorcas. ** That ia 
a long way, and — ^and Brian may not like me 
to go." 

** We will not discuss the question to-night," 
said Mabel^ wearily; *^I am tired of discus- 
sion." 

*^I thought you had come to England to 
live^" continued Dorcas^ despite this protest — 
*^ I thought you had told me so, or Brian had 
said so ; but, oh ! don't go yet awhile, please,. 
Miss Mabel ! — don't leave me yet I — don't take 
away the better thoughts whidi have come ta 
me since I have known how good you are T 

Mabel was astonished at this outburst, and 
replied — 
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" Why, Dorcas, you are as upset to-night as 
I am, and both without much teason for it.^' 

^But when shall you go to America?" said 
Dorcas. 

" I am in no hurry," was the reply ; " I have 
learned my lesson in life — never to act in too 
^eat haste again/' 

" Will that man go with you ?" 

« What man V 

" That Mr. Salmon— as your husband V^ 

*« Why, Dorcas !— is it likely V 

^* He is a man very fond of you, and he is 
rich-— independent of his hatefal father, — and 
jou don't care for anybody else.'' 

"Nor 

" And he spoke outright all that was in his 
heart, as a tnan should who cares for a woman ; 
^nd '' 

" Dorcas, you have been listening 1" 

" I — ^I ^" began Dorcas. 

"I did not think you could have acted so 
meanly as that," said Mabel, with a severity of 
tone that surprised and depressed her com- 
panion. 
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" I was afraid he was going to separate us — 
that you were going to accept him — and, and I 
did not listen long/' said Dorcas, by way of 
extenuation ; " I ^" 

Dorcas paused, for there was a sudden crash 
of glass in the window of the room, and both 
women were taken off their guard, and not too 
heroic to scream. A window had been broken 
from without^ and before Dorcas and Mabel had 
crossed the room, and torn aside the curtains to 
look into the front garden and the high road, a 
second window followed the first to destruo* 
tion. 

" What is it ? — who is it ?" exclaimed the in- 
mates. 

" Let me in," said a feeble voice firom with- 
out; **1 am ill — ^I have news for you — and 
there's no time to lose.*' 

Mabel opened the window and looked down 
from it to the grass-lawn, whereon was a 
human figure that had been endeavouring 
to attract attention by demolishing the win- 
dow-glass with the handle of a heavy walking- 
stick. 
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Who 



Peter Seme of St. 



T^l^. 
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CHAPTER X, 



PETER CONFESSES. 



TEN minutes after the question and answer 
with which our last chapter closed, 
Peter Scone was seated in an arm-chair^ 
with Mabel and Dorcas bending over him. 
They had brought him into the house with 
difficulty. When he had first arrived he had 
been too weak to reach the front steps and had 
plunged madly at the windows with his stick 
to attract attention, which, having secured^ he 
had dropped on the lawn like a stone. 

In MabePs room he had come back slowly to 
himself, and was now sipping some brandy-and- 
water^ and glaring over the glass at the fair 
Samaritans who had befriended him. His natural 
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colour had not returned to his face, which was 
of a greenish-grey now, instead of yellow parch- 
ment — othterwise, at first sight, there was not 
any marked difference in his personal appear- 
ance. 

" Now will yon tell us, Mr. Scone, what has 
happened to bring you here in so much haste?'* 
asked Mabel. 

'' You wanted me to call to-night." 

"I answered your letter, which was fall of 
mystery," was the reply. ^'I expected you 
earlier in the erening, but I was certainly uq« 
prepared for the way in which you announced 
your presence. You have given me and Dorcas 
a great fright.^' 

^' If you had had such a fright as I have, I 
doubt if you would have survived it,'' said 
Peter ; ''just feel the left side of my head. 



ma'am." 



Mabel did so, and found a lump as large as a 
walnut very speedily. 

''You have had a fall." 

^' I have had a blow. I believe it has beeu 
done by a small crowbar, but it will not be easy 
to prove that." 
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" Who has done it V 

" That girl's father— William Halfday." 

" William Halfday \" 

'' But Vl\ have the law of him — V\l have my 
revenge of him — IMl let him know what it is to 
attack an honest man, whose age should have 
brought him reverence, not violence. If I had 
my way/' he hissed between his closed gums, 
"I'd hang that devil 1 He deserves it — he 
meant to kill me — he meant to leave me in 
the Close for dead — he tried to kill me — he did, 
he did,— rU swear it V 

Peter's excitement was great now ; he ham- 
mered his stick upon the floor, he stamped bis 
feet, his eyes blazed in their sockets, and bis 
whole face was convulsed with rage. 

" To think I should be served like this at my 
time of life 1^' he cried, when be had recav^«4 
a sufficient amount of breath to speak Bg^in $ 
"to think I might have been murdered aii4 n^ 
body the wiser I The man who picked fm «^ 
in the Close would not believe me, m4 UM fm 
I was drunk. Drunk— I, Peter Scofi# ^-ttWk *4 
that, now I " 

" What can we do?" asked HuM^ ^^^m *•/ 

VOL. n. ^ 



130 AS LONG AS SHE LIVED. 

not explain to ns — ^you do not give us any 
news. What of this William Halfday V 

" He must be followed — and found at once. 
It's for your sake^ Dorcas^ for you are , a rich 
lady.'' 

''A rich lady 1" 

'^ I make no terms with you — but you won't 
forget me," he entreated, ** I always liked you 
very much, Dorcas — I persuaded your grand- 
father to do this for you — but all I want is to 
foil that wretch, and see him, before I die, beg- 
ging for bread in Penton streets." 

" He is raving* mad," said Dorcas, '^ or, yes — 
he is drunk 1" 

^'Fm as sane and sober as you are, you 
young cat — ^you unkind child, I mean !" cried 
Peter Scone, "but you will not listen to me. 
There's a will, I tell you there's a will — drawn 
up by your grandfather, and leaving all his 
money to you — and that means the twenty 
thousand pounds which this lady paid away." 

'' Where is the will ?" asked Mabel. 

'^ Go on, Peter, go on. Oh ! great Heaven, 
if this man should die before he tells us where 
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it is I^^ exclaimed Dorcas, as excited as the old 
man now. 

^^ Ah ! I thought I should interest you pre- 
sently/^ said Peter Scone. 

'^ Go on/^ cried Dorcas, " you don't know — 
you can't imagine — what all this means to me. 
Go on, Peter — I will make you rich too, if you 
will tell me where to find the will V* 

'' Patience, Dorcas, patience 1'' said Mabel. 

'^ Madam, I have no patience,'' answered 
Dorcas peevishly. 

"Your father wanted to bribe me, but I 
wouldn't have it," said the mendacious Peter ; 
"I was for justice to the orphan. When he 
found I was not to be talked over he offered 
me two thousand pounds, as true as I'm sitting 
here — and he knocked me down with an iron 
crowbar when I wouldn't take it." 

" Had you the will with you I" 

*' No ; but in my pocket-book, which he stole 
along with my key — I'll get him two years for 
that too 1 — there is a memorandum where the 
will is," said Peter ; " I don't know for an ab- 
solute certainty, of course, but I fancy its 

k2 
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all right. He wag fond of hiding things away 
from Dorcas/' 

" Ha ! — perhaps in th« old church ? — behind 
the panel and under the oaken seat where he 
used to sit,'' cried Dorcas, " I know — I know, 
I could find it in the dark." 

" Yes ; that's the place — and William Half- 
day is hunting for it now, or, I'm no judge of 
what a blackguard he is." 

" He cannot tell where my grandfather used 
to sit at church." 

" It is all explained in the pocket-book," said 
Peter ; " I thought if I died suddenly, it ought 
to be found — and " 

" Tell her the rest," interrupted Dorcas, 
"think what is best to be done till I come 
back — don't follow me, for I am safe enough. 
I cannot stop another moment." 

" Where are you going ?" 

" To St. Lazarus — by the cross cut over the 
meads," she cried. "Don't stop me — don't ask 
me any questions — my whole life's happiness is 
at stake 1" 

Dorcas dashed out of the room, and the 
instant afterwards the front door was heard to 
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slam noisily behind her. Mabel ran to the 
window and called to her to stop, to wait for 
her, but Dorcas only looked back and shook 
her head and hands, and went on bareheaded 
like a wild thing. 

The night was warm, but dark, and the stars 
had disappeared as she turned in the direction 
of St. Lazarus, and ran, with extraordinary 
swiftness for a woman^ along the dusty high- 
road. 



lU 



CHAPTER XL 



AS ESCOBT OS THE BDADl 



LEFT alone with ti&e wnior member of the 
Brotherhood a( the Xoble Poor, Mabel 
Westbrook remained for a wfafle nnc^tani how 
to act. She was not dsspoaed to wait patiently 
Cor the return of Dorcas, as that excitable jxmng 
woman had enjoined her to do ; the mission was 
too foil of mystery and danger. 

Mr. Scone watdied Mabd with }ns blinking 
eyea» as if donbtfbl of her purpose, and when 
die snddenly started to her feet, he said — 

^ Whaf s the matter ? What are yon going 

to dor 

** I must follow Dorcas to St. Lazara&" 
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** You had better not/* warned Peter ; " you 
can't get into the place now — she has the start 
of you." 

•' I can Tvake Hodsman the porter." 

" That^B no use. Dorcas will have failed or 
succeeded long before you are at the Cardinal's 
Tower, young lady." 

" But that dreadful man, her father!" 

" A dreadful rascal — don't call him a man '' 
said Peter, with supreme disgust. 

" They will meet perhaps in the church," said 
Mabel; "he may have found the document 
already, and what will follow then ? I cannot 
wait till she returns." 

« There^s no use in going, I keep telling you, 
but you're very obstinate," he muttered. 

*« I can^t rest here," said Mabel. 

** What is to become of me ?" he asked. «« ig 
anybody going to take care of me, or am I to 
be sent away now there's nothing more to h^ 
got out of me, and with this lump on my Um^A 
too r By gosh," he added, as he pa««^4)JZ 
hand carefully over it, « it's growing Ufc. 
wurzel I 

«* Would you like to see a doctor Y* 



136 AS L0X6 AS SHE UTED. 

''No, I Bhoold not," he repfied. ^I bare 
dcme all my life without one, and Fm not going 
to b^jn now." 

*^I will ask the landlady to prepare a bed 
fiwyon." 

"• I shall sit np till Dorcas comes back firom 
St. Lazarus." 

^ Yon are tired — yon have gone throng mnch 
excitement to-day," said Mabd. 

**' I wonld hare gone throngh fire and water 
to do Dorcas HaHflay a serrice." 

** Yon are very kind," said Mabd. 

"^ She is a girl I always Eked ^ 

^ You have said so brfore." 



*^ Though we hsTe had our little quarrds at 
the Hosj^tal, for a more aggraTating girl I don't 
know. Where are you going now?" 

** To find my hat and doak. I must foDow 
her." 

Mabd hastened from the room, and the old 
man crossed his hands upon his stick, and 
thought of all his wrongs, and all his chances 
of reward for this last noUe action of his Hfe. 
He was dozing before Mabd Westbrook re- 
turned, but his small eyes glittered firom be- 
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Death his shaggy brows a^in as she came into 
the room. 

" You are wasting your time — you don't know 
where to find her — you will put William Half- 
day on his guard, if he is prowling about the 
church/^ said Peter Scone. 

" 1 shall die of suspense if I stay here." 

" It's a pity women can't take things quiet- 
ly," he said, " but must always rattle on in a 
flare-away fashion. Dorcas is quite safe — she 
is used to this kind of game, but you are not.'' 

*' Used to this 1" 

*' Many and many a row about meeting her 
lover in the fields beyond the cottages has she 
had with old Adam " 

**Her lover," repeated Mabel — "she has a 
lover, then ?" 

" To be sure ; she was as agile as a cat after 
him too ; she would cross the river with one 
spring ; there was no keeping that madcap on 
the premises when she wanted to get off them. 
She " 

*^ Tell me all this another time/' said Mabel, 
restlessly; "I must go to St. Lazarus to- 
night. 



if 
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V 

" You will never find her," said Peter ; " she 
■will return as she came by the field-path, which 
you do not know." 

*' So that she has met with no harm, I shall 
not care for that," replied Mabel ; " I shall not 
be long away — anything that you require ring 
that bell for." 

*^ I shall want some supper, and some beer," 
mumbled the old man ; ^' and there's an awful 
draught somewhere, which will give me my 
death of cold, if it's not stopped." 

*• The air comes through the windows which 
vou broke." 

** Oh, 1 forgot the windows. They can be 
stuffed up with something, I suppose ? " 

"Yes — ^yes, tell the landlady. I am going 



now." 



" It^s very foolish of you, I must say again," 
said Peter ; but Mabel took no heed of his re- 
newed protest against her wilfulness, but went 
at once from the house. She paused at the 
gate before commencing her journey — some 
one was rapidly approaching along the high- 
road, and the sharp, quick steps seemed not 
wholly unfamiliar to her. The traveller Was 
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adyancing from the sleeping city towards the 
country suburbs, and instinctively she waited 
for him, standing back in the shadow of the 
trees which grew within the garden. It was 
as well that travellers on the road should pass^ 
her, if untrustworthy and bound in her direc- 
tion. 

The footsteps came nearer ; from her point of 
observ«ation Mabel could perceive now the 
figure of a man walking in the middle of the 
road, and at a fair swinging pace. As it 
approached and passed her, she called out, 

"Mr. Halfday." 

Brian, for it was he, stopped at once, and 
Mabel came from her hiding-place to meet him.^ 

"Miss Westbrookl" he exclaimed, ^^some- 
thing hcL8 happened then I" 

" Yes, something has happened." 

'*What can you be doing here — where are^ 
you going?" he asked, almost sharply. 

** I will tell you as we proceed ; and if you* 
will accompany me to St. Lazarus " 

" I am going to St. Lazarus — but you ?" 

" Your (Sister is there," explained Mabel, " she- 
has heard news from Peter Scone " 
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** Of a will — jesj^ he said, intermptiDg her 
-with hiB customary quickness. 

** How did yon know ?" asked Mabel. 

** I will tell yon presently. Have yon seen 
ibis Sooner 

^ He is in my bonse," said Mabel, pointing to 
ibe cottage sbe bad recently quitted. 

" Yon are lodging tbere ?" 

" Yes." 

^ I will see tbat old scamp before we proceed 
any fnrtber/' said Brian, stepping towards the 
bonsCy when Mabel put her hands upon bis 

I 

^rm. '^ 

"We are losing time," ebe said, "Dorcas 
may be in danger — ^your father may be already 
■at St. Lazarus." 

" You are right. Miss Westbrook," he said, 
*^ I can learn all the news from you." % 

He turned, and together they proceeded 
^long the country road. 

" I am selfish in allowing you to accompany 
me," he said, stopping again; "I can act in 
this matter so much better without you. You 
must go back." 

" I could not do it. Please let me come with 
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you," she entreated ; ** I am unhappy in that 
house already." 

He wavered and relented, but not too 
graciously. 

*^ I hate to keep changing my mind like a 
girl," he said ; " but — ^but you wish it,^' he add- 
ed, suddenly. 

He offered her his arm, and she placed her 
hand confidingly upon it. 

*' I am glad I have met you," Mabel said, 
frankly ; " I feel safe with you." 

" It is something to have gained your confi- 
dence," Brian replied $4f and yet I hardly know 
now why distrust has changed to faith. I 
don't deserve it.'' 

'^ I hope you do," was her reply. 

" I am only trying to deserve it." 

They walked on in sUence after this, Brian in- 
creasing his pace unconsciously, until Mabel 
found herself trotting and panting to keep up 
with him. 

"I am walking too fast for you,'' he said 
suddenly. 

" Oh I no, not at all," replied Mabel, in little 
spasms of apology, *^ I — ^I always walk — fast." 
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99 



^ There is no hurry — and there is no danger, 
Brian said, relaxing his speed; ^anyone wonld 
think we were hastening to stop a mnrder, or 
catch a murderer. Dorcas is on her own gronnd 
at the Hospital, and conld defeat half a dozen 
•och miwiable trickBter. aa my father is. TeU 
me now all that has happened, please V 

Mabel related the particulars of Peter Scone's 
arrival at her house, and the news which he had 
brought. She spoke of Dorcas's excitement and 
departure, and he listened with great interest, 
-and refrained from interrupting her. 

'^ She must have the start of William Half- 
day,'' he said, *' and she knows where the key 
of the church is to be found. I did not think of 
the church — I was going to search in the cot- 
tage, where you told me once I was cruel and 
a coward/' 

Mabel started. 

" What a memory you have V she said. 

" I am sure to remember the hard words that 
are hurled at me — and you were particularly 
hard upon me that night. Have you forgotten ?" 

" Oh ! no, bat it has all been explained. Why 
do you think of it again ?" 
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" I like to think of it,'' he said. 

" That is hardly an answer." 

** It is satisfactory to have lived down your 
bad opinion of me — to find myself acting as 
escort to the lady who abused me so soundly. 
It is pleasant to think " 

He stopped suddenly, and there was a change 
in his voice, which deepened and vibrated more. 

" But I will not think about that." 

**You are mysterious, Mr. Halfday," said 
Mabel. 

**I am idiotic — that's aD," was his prompt 
reply ; " and I am neglecting business, and for- 
getting the mission we have in hand. What is 
our course of action?" 

« I don't know." 

"I suppose not," was his dry reply; "we 
must make for the church — where the will is 
hidden." 

^' If Dorcas is only safe, and has found it, I 
shall be very glad," said Mabel. 

"Fresh complications will arise with this 
fresh disposal of the money/' said Brian ; " are 
you prepared for them ?" 

" I haven't thought about them." 
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^'Disappointments may ensue — will ensue.*' 

" In what way V 

^ Ton will be disappointed in Dorcas, to begin 
withy" Brian replied ; ^ she will change with her 
good fortune, or I have misunderstood her all 
my life. 

Sometimes I fancy that that is possible^ 
said Mabel, thoughtfully. 

'< That she will change V 
No— that you have misunderstood her.'' 
She is incomprehensible in many respects, I 
confess," Brian said, ** and that there is some 
good in her, I have never denied, or she should 
not have taken her place in your home to dis- 
tress you at a time of trial." 

" The trial of the money — do you mean ?" 

'* Yes." 

" My losses do not affect me," replied Mabel ; 
" it is very wrong, I know, but I do not care 
about them." 

"You have fallen from riches to comparative 
poverty — and that is a heavy fall." 

" For a man," added Mabel, caustically. 

"For a young, earnest woman, without 
knowledge of the world, or what respectable 
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indigence is like, the fall is great," he said. 

*^ I shall recover from it," answered Mabel. 

" As for this money which you put in Penton 
Bank, you are not a hair's-breadth closer to it, 
even if all that Peter Scone has said is true," 
said Brian. 

** I am not thinking of it — why do you always 
talk to me of money ?" she asked irritably. 

"It was a money question which made us 
first acquainted," said Brian ; " perhaps that is 
the reason." 

" No— it is not." 

'' Or you have not . a proper respect for 
money," he continued; '^and I am educating 
your mind by degrees to regard it with reve- 



rence." 



" Will that take much time?'' 

"Probably. But we are both young and 

have time before us." 

"You will have to follow me to America, 
then, to teach me your theories." 

" What is that 1" he said sharply, and in a 
diflferent tone. 

" I am going back to the States — that is all." 

" You have not said anything of this before," 

VOL. n. \a 



^ 



146 AS LONG AS SHE LIVED. 

he said reprovingly ; *^ how long has this idea 
of jonr return to America been under consider- 
ation V 

" I don't know — ^I can't say/' 

" How long " 

'^ We are forgetting Dorcas." 

'* She is quite safe. I am not alarmed for her 
safety in the least. How long have you given 
up your promise to '' 

*' Who is this coming across the fields to the 
left ? There is something moving in the dark I 
Mabel exclaimed suddenly ; ^' is it Dorcas ?" 

''Yes — it is" said Dorcas, leaping lightly 
over the stile into the high road. 

** Have you the will V^ asked Brian. 

" Yes 1" 
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CHAPTER XII. 



THE WALK BACK. 



T) RIAN asked a few hurried questions of his 
-^ sister as the three stood together in the 
high road, and Dorcas answered them in as 
hastj a fashion as they were put to her. She 
had run all the way to St. Lazarus ; she had 
encountered no one in her progress ; she had 
entered the church and found her way in the 
dark^ like a cat, to the old pew where Adam 
Halfday had sat for many years, and dozed 
and dreamed and schemed^ and tried to pray, 
and she had found the will secreted in the place 
to which Peter Scone had given her the clue. 
Mabel Westbrook and Brian were each struck 
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hj Dorcas's manner, which was new and peca- 
liar. The excitement of the adveninre and the 
triamph at the result had not raised her spirits 
or rendered her commnnicatiTe, and the agita- 
tion which had preceded her departure had com- 
pletely vanished. She was calm and grave 
and sullen — it was the Dorcas whom Mabel 
had first seen in the quadrangle of St. Lazams, 
one evening late in May, with the fire and 
impulse of her nature pressed down in her 
heart. 

**• How is it he is with you ?" Dorcas asked in 
her turn, of Mabel Westbrook. 

^ Tour &ther had disclosed the secret of the 
will to him — and your brother was coming on 
to the Hospital.** 

" It is lucky I was there before you, Brian,** 
she said, steadily regarding him. 

** Why lucky ?'* he inquired. 

"You would have taken sides against me,** 
she said; **you would not have treated me 
&irly in this matter.** 

Brian shrugged his shoulders, but did not 
reply. 

** You would have seen so much in the will — 
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and planned for me so much, I am sure/' she 
added. 

" Have you read its contents ?" asked Brian. 

" I have seen enough to know I am mistress 
of the money/' said Dorcas. 

'* The lawful, owner of the money is here, 
Dorcas — and you know that as well as I do," 
said Brian, sternly. 

She glanced at him, and said moodily — 

" I know what is right, and what is just to 
her, and I will have no prompting from you." 

^' Has anything new happened since you left 
home ?" asked Mabel. 

" No," answered Dorcas ; " but you see how 
be meets me with suspicion, as if I were planning 
against you. As if I am ever likely to forget 
the first woman who held her hand out to me 
and called me friend." 

" We need not talk of this now," said Mabel. 

"No — ^no. Please let me be awhile — I 
have much upon my mind — I have more to 
think about than anyone dreams — I am going 
mad with thought," Dorcas said, with a flash 
of her old impetuous manner as she stamped 
her foot upon the ground. 
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^ Maj I see this will ?" asked her brother. 

^^ It is too dark here," ssdd Dorcas. 

^ I have the shortsighted gift of reading in 
tiie dark," said Brian. 

'*You can see it, if you like," said Dorcas 
fmllenly again. 

**I do like— very much," was har brother's 
emphatic reply. 

Dorcas took the will from the bosom of her 
dress, and said to Mabel, 

^^ See, I trust him more than he trusts me — 
and yet you cannot imagine how he has taken 
part against me." 

" We will tell Miss Westbrook the whole 
story presently," said Brian, ** and she shall 
judge between us." 

He took the will from his sister's hands, and 
opened it where they were standing, holding it 
close to bis eyes, after looking upwards once as 
if doubtful of the quality of the light to be 
obtained from the stars, a few of which had 
stolen forth again from the cloudy sky. His 
was a strong sight and did not betray him in 
this instance — and his grandfather's handwrit- 
ing was familiar to him. He read the document 



k 



THE WALK BACK. 151 

through quickly — ^it was not a long one — ^folded 
it, and returned it to his sister. 

" Yes, — you are quite right, Dorcas," he said 
in a deep voice, "you have more to consider 
than people fancy, — and the end of this is far 
from clear." 

" I know it," answered Dorcas. 

The three went on together a few more 
yards, and then Dorcas stopped again. 

"I wish you two would proceed by your- 
selves. I don't like this watching of me," she 
said sullenly again. 

"We are not watching you, Dorcas," said 
Mabel. 

"I did not expect you to follow me like 
this." 

" We thought there might be danger*" 

" I am used to danger," said Dorcas ; " go on, 
please — I will keep you in sight. I can only 
bear my own company to-night." 

" Come, Miss Westbrook," said Brian, oflfering 
his arm again, which Mabel did not take this 
time, but walked on by his side, at a pace less 
rapid than they had set forth upon their 
journey. 
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^' What makes her so strange t" asked Mabel 
of her companion. 

" On the brink of her good fortune, she turns 
giddy that is all," was the reply; "weak- 
minded folk invariably do." 

" It is a poor explanation," said Mabel ; " but 
I do not wish to force myself upon your confi- 
dence." 

"Meaning that there is no confidence be- 
tween us ?" he rejoined. 

" Not much,'' answered Mabel. 

" After paying twenty thousand pounds for 
it too — that is hard." 

" Are you in one of your aggravating moods 
to-night ?" she asked. 

" Very likely," he confessed ; " I have been 
perplexed, harassed, tortured within the last 
few hours ; if I have said anything harsh to 
you, forgive me." 

"You are strange, that is all," said Mabel, 
softened by his apology. 

" I come of a strange family. You will find 
that young woman in the background a trifle 
eccentric also on a closer acquaintance," he 
remarked. 
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" Yes. But I have seemed to look to you for 
help, in some incomprehensible way," said 
Mabel ; '* I feel to be waiting, as it were, for 
your courage to support me when my troubles 
come. But that is an odd feeling which will soon 
die out." 

" Let it last. Miss Westbrook, if you can," he 
added earnestly. 
. *' As long as I livet" she rejoined archly. 

" That may be too rash a promise, like the 
other." 

They went on in silence for awhile, with 
Dorcas Halfday some thirty yards in the back- 
ground. Dorcas had no interest in them at 
that time ; beyond the present hour, and pre- 
sent life, she was trying vainly to guess of all 
that might be waiting to change her, tempt her, 
set her apart from the man and woman going 
on away from her — just as they would do pre- 
sently for the remainder of their lives, and she 
not much to blame for it. 

They were talking of her again, but she did 
not hear them. 

" You do not ask me the tenor of the will 
which Dorcas has discovered," was Brian^s next 
remark to Mabel. 
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I 

1 ** I am not curious/^ 

" And you will not despair if the money never 
comes back to your hands ?" 

« No." 

" It lies further away now, it is wholly be- 
yond your power to recover it, and you do 
not feel as if you had fallen into the hands of 
robbers 1" he said. 

" No — ^but I thought we were not to speak of 
this money again," said Mabel. *^ What an in- 
exhaustible subject it is to you ! How you 
change and twist it into different shapes to lead 
me into an argument concerning it ! Why is 
this?" 

" It is on my mind, and you have been treated 
badly," he replied ; " I have tried hard to restore 
you to your rights, and faUed so miserably,- 
my family is a curse to yours, — and two gene- 
rations only perpetuate the wrong.'* 

** You regard this morbidly, indeed." 

" And you too lightly," he replied ; " if you 
would only fret about it, or revile me, you 
would be acting more naturally, and — ^more 
like a woman. 






" Thank you for the compliment?' 
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''I said a little while ago that I was glad 
Dorcas had balked my father in his greed — 
but I am not now." 

** Indeed I Why?'' 

" William Halfday is a weak, vacillating man 
over whom I might in time, and with study,, 
have exercised some power for good ; but with 
Dorcas, I am doomed to fail." 

"Your failure will not distress me," said 
Mabel ; ** why should it affect you ?" 

"Because — but there, there, I have said all 
this before, and you will not listen patiently.. 
Until I knew you I was a vain prig, and thought 
myself a student of human nature, whom no 
man or woman could deceive. But you are aa 
great a riddle to me as when you came to 
Penton Museum one evening in May." 

Mabel laughed pleasantly. The shadows of 
the night had vanished ; the dangers of it had 
crept back into the darkness, and she could look 
at life brightly again. The serious mood of 
Brian Halfday was worth a smile or two, she 
thought. 

" I don't see anything to laugh at," he mut- 
tered, in half reproof. 
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" I am not unhappy," she said ; " why may I 
not laugh ?" 

" At me ?" he rejoined. 

'* At your dulness, which cannot read a wo- 
man who has not attempted much disguise/' 
Bhe answered. 

" And yet I understand you partly," he mur- 
mured, « and value your friendship and esteem 
tefore any one's in the whole dark world before 



me.'^ 



u 



Why dark world?" she asked. 

He did not explain. He confronted her with 
another question that brought them to debatable 
ground again. These two could not agree 
upon any question on earth, each was fully 
convinced a few minutes afterwards. Quarrel 
they must, by the law governing the lives of 
oat and dog. 

*' Have you seen Angelo Salmon this even- 
ing!" he inquired. 
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CHAPTER XIII. 



A FEW WORDS. 



MABEL WESTBROOK had forgotten An- 
gelo Salmon for the last hour or two^ 
and this question, which, figuratively speaking, 
her companion had suddenly hurled at her, 
brought back many unpleasant recollections* 
There was a little furrow between the eyes as 
shejanswered slowly, 

" Oh, yes, I have seen Mr. Salmon.'' 

Mr. Halfday glanced at his companion as if 
the tone of her voice had surprised him, and 
then went on : — 

^^ He told me he should call upon you this 
evening.*' 

^' And he told me that he had done himself 
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iihe honour of calling upon jou" Mabel re- 
marked. 

" Yes, he called/^ Brian said. 

They walked together in silence, feeling that 
an embarrassing, even an objectionable topic of 
discourse, had arisen between them ; and Brian 
was fully convinced that he had been impolitic 
in mentioning Angelo^s name. Still Mr. Salmon 
Tiad called, had probably oflfered his hand to the 
lady, and Brian Halfday was anxious to learn 
what had been the result of this love-suit. 
There was something cold and hard in the new 
manner of Miss Westbrook, and it was probable 
iihat Angelo had blundered in his courtship, 
and complicated matters by dragging Brian^s 
jiame into the question — as the reader is 
^eady aware that he had done. The April 
nature of Mabel Westbrook helped to puzzle and 
distract him, Brian thought; she was never 
twice alike, hence there was no opportunity for 
a deliberate study of her character. Only a 
few minutes since there was the ripple of her 
musical laughter in the Summer air, and now 
no judge looked graver. Yes, an enigma, 
this young woman from America. He wished 
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every word of hers did not trouble his mind so 
much ; it was aggravating, and came between 
him and his studies. 

He was the Grst to speak again. Some- 
thing Angelo had said was e^ddently lying 
between them like a bar now, and that must 
not be. They were friends, she had acknow- 
ledged that she should look to him for help, if 
help were needed, and no paltry mirander* 
standing must set them apart, even for an 
instant. He had been never afraid to ipedk 
out all that was in his mind^ and YUhA 
Westbrook should not daunt him. He 1<k4m4 
behind at Dorcas, who kept the same dirtMB^ 
from them, and was still struggling witib a h^ 
of her own thoughts, and then aaid ^mitiy^ 

^ Did Angelo Salmon tell you why h^ etlM 
on me V 

Mabel hardly cared for a l^A^f^ 'jii«HrtMU </ 
this character, and she hemUUd hdufpi^ iP^^MC 
him an answer. It came at hfjfffitf i^/m^^^ 
and was brief enough. 
Yes,'' she replied* 
What reason did h^ fffet^.T mMp^ Vl^t^.. 

Pardon me— you WM mtr^nn^i^., vrt 1 '«i*l 
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to know. He is a weak young fellow, and 
prone to exaggeration, and he may have said 
more than he intended in a moment of excite- 
ment." 

*' Was he likely to be excited ?" 

'* He was excited when he came to me." 

"I do not know that I am called upon to 
answer you, Mr. Halfday, but I will do so, for a 
motive of my own." 

'* Thank you." 

"He told me he came to you for advice 
about offering me his hand in marriage," she 
added, frankly, "and that you gave him in 
return very foolish counsel." 

" Did he call it very foolish ?" said Brian, 
with a surprise that was amusing in the naave 
conceit which it betrayed. " I thought it 
impressed him a great deal at the time." 

" No ; but I call it very foolish," said Mabel, 
angrily. " I do not see the wisdom of his step 
in coming to you at all ; he should have acted 
on his own judgment, as he knew better than 
yourself the feelings of his heart. What did 
you know about him or me that warranted your 
giving him advice in this matter?" 
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" It was good advice, I am still inclined to 
consider," Brian muttered* 

" It was unwarrantable." 

" I did not think you were oflfended with 
me," said Brian, thoughtfully regarding her. 

"I am not offended exactly; I should not 
have said a word about it had you not dragged 
in Mr. Salmon's name, without any rhyme or 
reason." 

" I thought you liked Mr. Salmon." 

" What put that in your head ?" asked 
Mabel, speaking as quickly as her companion. 

''He is a man that a girl should like — 
amiable, generous, and straightforward, toler- 
ably well educated, and immoderately modest." 

It was Mabel's turn to look at him inquiringly. 

" You are satirical." 

" No ; it is the man's true character." 

'* You have forgotten one attribute by which 
it struck you 1 might be tempted into an 
acceptance of his suit." 

" What is that ?" 

** His wealth," answered Mabel ; " Mr. Angelo 
Salmon is very well off, if you remember." 

VOL. n. M 
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Do yoa think I would have recommended 
a poor man to come to you?" said Brian, 

*^ Then you think I am fond of money, after 

aur 

** No — ^I have seen in you too great a disre- 
gard for it," was the reply ; ** but I feel assured 
you would not be happy as a poor man's wife." 

"Why not?" 

" You have never experienced poverty in any 
shape, and have no knowledge of what a strug- 
gle it is for some people to live," said Brian ; 
" you have been surrounded by riches all your 
life, and though not spoiled by them, you will 
never bear up against their loss. You will feel 
as bewildered as a child when the hard truth of 
your position is closer to you than it is. Here 
is a gentleman of position to save you from the 
world, and to keep you in that sphere to which 
you have always been accustomed." 

" And are so well calculated to adorn," added 
Mabel — "that is how all this rodomontade 
should wind up." 

" If you consider it rodomontade, I have 
done/' said Brian, feeling indignant himself 



k 



A FEW WORDS. 163 

at the manner in which his explanation had 
been received. 

'* You have been talking dreadful nonsense 
for the last ten minutes.*' 

« Oh I have I ?" 

*' Just as you talked nonsense, and gave the 
worst of advice to Angelo Salmon, when you 
induced him to come to my house to-night.'* 

*^ And the result of that visit ?" asked Brian 
curiously. 

" It is easy to guess." 

Brian shook his head. 

" No, it is not," he said. 

** You thought he had only to ask," said Ma- 
bel, with a lip that trembled a little in spite of 
her. 

" Pardon me, but I did not think that." 

'* He was rich, and you have such an immense 
idea of what money can do, Mr. Halfday," she 
said ironically. 

**He was a gentleman, with all his weak- 
ness," answered Brian ; " he would have studied 
hard to make you happy — ^you are unfit for a 
poor man's home in every respect, I repeat, and 

M 2 
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I can scarcely think you have wholly discour- 
aged him." 

" What extraordinary thoughts people trou- 
ble their brains with, when they have forgotten 
the art of minding their own business/' said 
Mabel, very tartly. 

Brian regarded her again with a lowering 
brow. 

** I did wrong in advising Mr. Salmon, then V^ 

" Yes ; you had no right to advise him to 
come to me." 

" And the result — ^you have not told me the 
result," he continued, pertinaciously. 

" I have refused him, as I would refuse any 
man in England who asked me to become his 
wife." 

" You don't like Englishmen ?" 

" No ; they are upstarts ; they assume too 
much ; they do not treat women as an Ameri- 
can gentleman does — with respect." 

** Have I shown you any disrespect !" asked 
Brian. 

'^ If you ask me plainly, yes." 

"Very well — I am sorry — ^it was uninten- 
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tional — ^that^s all," he said, in rapid little sen- 
tences, "but — but you must not say I have 
treated you with disrespect. I will not have 
that. You do me a gross injustice — do you 
hear me, Miss Westbrookl — a very gross in- 
justice !" 

"You are shouting at me, Mr. Halfday. I 
am not smitten with a sudden deafness." 

"Good night, madam — good night," cried 
Brian. 

They had reached Mabel's house, and Brian 
walked past it with this salutation, and strode 
on towards Penton city without another word 
to her, or another thought for his sister and 
the will which she had found, and which was 
to influence more lives than her own. The in- 
dignities he had received had swept away every 
consideration for the great change which was 
at hand, and he marched back to his lair to 
brood on all that had been said. 

" She's the same as other women, after all — 
irritable, unjust, and capricious," he muttered 
to the winds, " and I am cruelly disappointed 
in her. And yet as long as she lives I shall 
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never get this Mabel Westbrook oat of my mind 
again." 

Or out of his heart, poor Brian ! 
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CHAPTER XIV. 



THREE MONTHS. 



rpHE stepping into a fortune of twenty 
-*- thousand pounds did not tend to raise the 
spirits of Dorcas flalfday. From the night of 
the discovery of her grandfather's will, she be- 
came taciturn and thoughtful — and all the 
variable moods which had distinguished her, 
anger, jealousy, and those stronger impulses 
of her nature which had rendered her diffi- 
cult to comprehend or control, became sub- 
merged in her deep study of the future. She 
was content to think, and thought did not ap- 
pear of much use to her. Before her, it was 
evident, lay an intricate problem, and it was 
beyond her power to solve it. There were too 
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man J lives and too many varied interests in- 
volved for her to see the end, let her act as she 
would, or as she wished. 

Mabel Westbrook, always a shrewd young 
woman in her way, affected not to notice this 
change in her companion, and Dorcas in her 
heart was grateful for her silence. It was her 
brother Brian who drove her mad with his ad- 
vice, who wrote to her letters which she did 
not answer, and who called to take her for long 
walks until she rebelled and refused to be 
preached at any longer. What the advice 
was which Brian tendered to his sister Mabel 
did not know, but thought that she could guess 
—and Brian did not condescend in any way 
to enlighten her; sometimes she fancied that 
Brian had never wholly forgiven her remarks 
upon Angelo Salmon's courtship, his manner 
was so strange, and he looked at her with such 
studious gravity of expression. He did not 
speak again of the will to her ; but he might be 
waiting the result of his sister's coming into the 
property. He would have a great deal to say 
then, by way of making up for lost time, per- 
haps. 
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There were occasions even when Mabel 
Westbrook fancied that this odd, angular man, 
to whom the custody of Penton Museum 
was entrusted, was disposed to erade her 
company. After Dorcas had declined to go 
out with him any more, or to accept any more 
of his advice, he kept away from* the cottage on 
the Penton Road for weeks together, as though 
his interest in Mabel were dying out, or he 
preferred his studies in the dusty room where 
he had first warned her to be cautious, to the 
company of one whom he had not been able 
to comprehend. Women had been always a 
riddle to him^ he had not had the time or incli- 
nation to understand them ; let him go back to 
his study of dead worlds^ of facts in stone and 
marble^ and of mysteries of primeral pedods 
which his clear mind had had the power io 
pierce. These waited for his analysis, sad w^ 
man was never still or twice afflie. Smmfy 
this was Brian Halfday's reamomsf fb 4e liiU 
before the storm that was rmaof itom ibs lower 
ground^ and of wbiob no one iioA ImmL Mabel 
believed that thds was his Ma s nnwn^ at all 
events^ and abe iux^ijgA»A dte jw mt km philo- 
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sophically. Men were enigmas to her too, and 
they professed too much* Brian Halfday was 
not the earnest being who had talked to her ia 
the churchyard at Datchet Bridge, but a new 
man altogether^ as cold and impenetrable as the 
fossils in his big glass cases. The story of her 
mission to England had become trite and stale 
to him by this time, she considered — ^he had 
been aroused to action by her sudden intrusion 
on his hard^ dry world, but it was a galvanic 
action, not a life that had stirred him to his 
heart's depths. So much the better ; she had 
not wished for anything else — and she should 
not be sorry to get back to America. As for 
the twenty thousand pounds and its ultimate 
destination, she scarcely gave one moment's 
consideration to the question. The money 
never troubled her ; it seemed still to belong to 
the Halfdays rather than to her; she had 
brought it from America to give them, and all 
that followed afterwards were parts of a 
strange dream to her. She had kept her pro- 
mise to her grandfather and done her duty, 
and there was an end of it — at least, there 
would have been an end of it, she considered^ 
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if this tiresome man with the long, black hair 
would only let the matter rest. 

There were the law's delays in the matter 
of the proving of Adam Halfda^y's will, and 
Dorcas had, wisely enongh for her own interests,, 
placed the case in a solicitor's hand. She would 
have no more of Brian's interference than sh& 
could help, although it was Brian who had been 
appointed executor to the little document which 
old Adam had one day taken it into his head to* 
concoct, on the strength of the seventy pounds* 
which he had scraped together from his fees and 
perquisites at St. Lazarus. The money did not 
pass quickly into the hands of Dorcas Halfday,. 
who betrayed more restlessness as time went on 
— who even came back, by degrees, to her old 
excitable self. That there was a mystery in 
Dorcas's life beyond Mabel's power to penetrate 
had been always evident, but Mabel had not 
asked for her confidence, and was content to- 
wait for it. She had gained the love of this 
girl, and confidence would follow in good time, 
Mabel was assured. Meanwhile let her think 
of her own plans, and prepare for the jour- 
ney acrossHsea ; England was no longer a home 
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to her, in her own thoughts, and she was biding 
her time to go away. 

It was in the middle of September that the 
law took decisive action in the case of the will 
of Adam Halfday. The time had come to prove 
the document; there had been an argent ne- 
cessity for delay, and 4he explanation came at 
last from the faltering lips of Dorcas. There 
had been many letters for Dorcas during the 
past week, and she entered the room with them 
and other papers in her hands. It was a quiet 
evenings with the house to themselves ; the hour 
was late, and there were no visitors to interrupt 
them. 

*' Will you read every one of those, Miss 
Westbrook V" said Dorcas, piling them on the 
work-table at which Mabel sat. 

"The Fates forbid!" cried Mabel, looking 
with amazement at the letters which had been 
heaped suddenly before her. 

" I would rather you did," said Dorcas. 

" My dear child, what good would the perusal 
of all those documents do me, when a few 
words can explain most of themV" inquired 
Mabel. »^ 
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"A few words r' quoted Dorcas scomfolly; 
'^ oh ! no ; words of mine are always misnnder- 
stood, or something escapes me which I ought 
to have kept hack. 1 am a bad hand at exphi- 
nations ; please to read the letters." 
** For what particular reason^ Dorcas?" 
^Because Brian thinks I am not to be trust- 
ed," she replied ; *^ that I am weak, and easilj 
led, and £ilse ; as if a girl like me could have 
his iron nerves and iron will, and see the world 
as he does, and believe not in any living man or 
woman in it.** 

'' Is he so sceptical r 

'^ Yes, unless ^" 

**(Joon." 

'' Unless if s you," said Dorcas, Wuntly ; « he 
does talk of you as if he had some £uth at 
last» and jcu were a woman he could believe 
in. Bot then you brought money to ua^ and he 
thinks too much of money." 

" Have you quarrelled with Brian again F 
^Almost. He interferes," she said ; "'he will 
not give n»e toy own way, he dtstmsts me.*^ 

Dorcasi sat down by the table, and added, im* 
patiently. 
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''Please read the letters. I am waiting to 
iake them to my room again. Yon will find 
my whole life there— the whole story I have 
l)een keeping firom yon for a time, bat whidi I 
wanted yon to know, when I thought yon nn* 
derstood me. 

** Have I understood yon, Dorcas? " 

'' Hardly, but thaf s my figrah." 

'^Yon are wrong. I trust yon implicitly," 
said Mabel ; **' if impnlsire^ irritable, unjust at 
times, I see afterwards that you are Tery sorry 
for it." 

^That's what Brian never could see,** she 
murmured ; " he never made allowance for my 
ill-training, bad education, worse temper, any- 
thing. Why, madam, 1 never had a mother, 
sister, any woman to ask counsel of, to stand 
by me as a friend, and tell me which was right 
and which was wrong. And oh! I wanted 
woman's help so badly." 

Mabel's arm stole round the waist of the girl, 
who was weeping bitterly. 

** Tell me all, Dorcas, and spare me the read- 
ing of those tiresome letters. I will believe 
every word you say." 
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" Brian will tell me presently I never showed 
them to you — ^that I never had the courage to 
tell you the truth." 

" I will answer for you that he is in error," 

" Well, well— let me think." 

Dorcas pressed her fingers to her eyes, as if 
to press the tears back, and then looked long 
and steadily at our heroine. 

" I was going to leave this tale to Brian, It 
had entered my poor, weak head that it would 
be the wisest step for me to k^ep silent^ and to 
disappear like a ghost. But then Brian would 
have said such bitter things." 

" Why disappear from me ?" 

'* Because I am drawn away to a new life, 
where my trust and duty and love take me, 
and you will be the last to ask me to keep away 
from it.^' 

"Indeed!" said Mabel, thoughtfully; "then 
the one friend I have in England is to pass 
away 1" 

« Yes." 

"Forever?" 

'* I hope not. I shall pray night and day we 
may meet soon, and that I may do you the ser- 
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vice on which my life is set. For oh ! madam, 
as Gt>d's my judge,'' she cried passionately, ^* I 
do not want this money. It may be a curse to 
me — ^it can never be a blessing — for I have 
robbed you of it." 

** Yes, you are hard to understand, Dorcas,'^ 
said Mabel ; ** now will you tell me what it all 
means?" 

"Three words will tell that," said Dorcas, 
mournfully. 

Well, let me hear them." 

I am married," answered Dorcas flalfday. 
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CHAPTER XV. 



A LOVE STORY. 



MABEL WESTBROOK was not prepared 
for the announcement with which Dorcas 
had startled her. She had expected to hear ot 
a lover and a lover's quarrel, and of Brian as 
the man who had helped to mar the match ; but 
that this weak, impulsive girl, crying and 
wringing her hands before her, should have 
taken that great step in life which leads to 
happiness or misery, and knows no neutral 
ground, was beyond her grasp of thought for 
the first few moments following the revela- 
tion. 

" You married, child — you married 1" she could 
only say. 

VOL. n. ^ 
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She was sorry, too, and the tears came rush- 
ing to her own eyes at the thought of all that 
the marriage implied. She was sure already 
that trouble had come to Dorcas, possibly re- 
pentance for a rash act which there was no 
undoing, although the cares and griefs of ex- 
istence were only just beginning. It had been 
a wild wooing, and the bitter firuit was to be 
gathered by her who had cast an eternal 
shadow on her own young life. 

But Dorcas was not thinking of herself just 
then. 

" So, you see, the money is his, not mine/* 
she said; ^'he comes into its possession by a 
husband's right — the sum not being settled on 
myself in any way. Adam Halfday did not 
know he was leaving me a fortune — did not 
know I was married— and it depends now 
upon Michael, and what he will do. And I 
think. Miss Westbrook, he is to be trusted. 
Oh, yes, I am sure of it, if you will only give 
him time to do what is fair and honest. Like 
me," she added with a short laugh, " he has not 
had much chance at present," 

" Never mind the money. Tell me of your- 
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self. Who is your husband ? what is he V where 
is he? Why does he keep away from you all 
this time?" 

" He will come for me to-morrow," answered 
Dorcas. " He will be released to-morrow." 

« Released." 

" Yes — from prison." 

Mabel drew a quick breath of surprise. 

" What has he done ?" she inquired. 

" Nothing — much," she added quaintly, after 
a moment's pause, ** he was a soldier when he 
first came to St. Lazarus. His uncle was one 
of the pensioners, and he used to call and see 
him, and so we met. When grandfather found 
out we loved each other, he was angry and told 
Brian — and Brian did his best to separate us. 
It was the first thing my brother had ever failed 
in, and it made him hate us both." 

" No, no, don't say that, Dorcas." 

•' We married without grandfather's know- 
ledge, but Brian found it out, of course. H^ 
finds out everything." 

" And he was angry at your want of confi- 
dence — at your own rashness," said Mabel ; '^ I 

am not surprised." 

n2 
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" I said it was hate^ not anger," replied Dor- 
cas ; ** he set himself to find out everything 
about poor Michael, as if it was his business 
rather than my own — as if I was not content to 
be my Michael's wife. But he could not let ns 
be; he discovered Michael had once desert- 
ed from his regiment, as if that mattered now I 
My husband had been treated badly by 
t^ie' commanding-officer^ and he ran away, as 
hundreds have done before him." 

^^Welir 

^^ He was caught and sentenced," continued 
Dorcas. "It was his first offence, and the 
court-martial was not hard on him. But after 
we were married, he ran away a second time. 
For he had been treated badly again, you must 
understand.'* 

** And he was caught again ?" said Mabel. 

"Yes, because Brian would not help him. 
He could have concealed him in the Museum 
till the morning ; and he shut the door against 
him in the streets, where Michael was cap- 
tured, poor fellow, that very night. There," 
cried Dorcas, with fresh excitement, "that is 
the brother you wonder I don't love. You see 
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what a life of misery and suspense he has 
created for me." 

"And what was your husband's second 
sentence ?" asked Mabel, without comment upon 
Dorcas's last remark. 

" Six months' imprisonment in the cells of 
Penton Barracks. And they expire to-day— this 
very day 1" cried Dorcas, clapping her hands 
together, '^and he will be free to-morrow. 
Free to claim his money, to purchase his dis- 
charge — which the lawyers have already been 
working for — free to show he is as brave, 
and honourable, and unselfish as those who 
have looked down upon him all his life." 

"Meaning your brother again. Ah I Dorcas, 
you are too hard upon your brother." 

" Michael will be free," said Dorcas, " and we 
only ask your confidence for a few short weeks. 
Will you give it to us ?" 

'* I do not know your husband, Dorcas," was 
the answer, "but you have my confidence 
already." 

"Have confidence in him, for my sake. 
Take my word for once that the money " 
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" Hush, hush — have we not agreed to let the 
money question rest!" 

** But you are poor — and we are rich by your 
means. You " 

" Dorcas, I will hear no more of this.'' 

« You will have faith in him," Dorcas urged 
again ; " say — Yes." 

«' For your sake — ^Yes." 

" And you will not leave England for some 
weeks. Say eight weeks more ?" 

"I will make no further promises/' said 
Mabel, *^ only to say that I will not run away 
to America without fair notice to you aud your 
brother." 

*^Very well," said Dorcas, with a sigh, "I 
think that will be enough to promise me just 



now." 



She was silent, until a movement of Mabel's 
roused her from her reverie. 

** You have not forgotten there are seventy 
pounds of my grandfather's money towards 
the expenses which we have to meet I" said 
Dorcas; "but it is a sum that will not go 
very far, and there are heavy legacy duties and 
probate duties, and so on, which Brian will 
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make good in time out of hia own pocket. He 
told me that himself." 

" Poor Brian I as if I would rob him of his 
savings 1" 

^< But '' 

"But I will not for ever talk about this 
money/^ said Mabel, with a petulant stamp of 
her little foot; "there will be time enough 
presently for you and me to consider what is 
just to both of us.^' 

"Very well," said Dorcas, submissively. 

"Now tell me of your courtship and mar- 
riage. That will be a love story in which I 
am sure to be interested." 

" You are very good to say so." 

" Does your father know of this marriage V 

" I do not know my father yet," she answer- 
ed, so mournfully that Mabel hastened to change 
the subject. 

^'And this soldier husband of yours — ^how 
old is he ?" 

" He was twenty-one last August.'^ 

^' So young 1" exclaimed Mabel. " Why, you 
were boy and giri when you were married." 

"Almost/' said Dorcas, blushing; "but we 
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BDderstood each other's hearts, and did not 
marry in haste. It was a long courtship for 
US." 

" Indeed ! Now tell me all about it." 
Dorcas was not loth to respond; she had 
found a sympathetic listener in Mabel West- 
brook^ who was anxious to hear this new love 
story for herself. It was the first time in 
Dorcas Halfday's life that she could tell the 
truth of her strong love: it was the first 
man or woman who had ever cared to hear it. 
There was an outburst of confidence at once 
— the natural, unrestrained confidence of 
gurlhood, which had, in Dorcas, been ever 
checked by the grave, matter-of-fact minds 
about her. 

It was a common-place love story, with 
which we have no occasion to trouble the 
reader in detail ; but Dorcas spoke of it as a 
strange romance, and painted her love in those 
glowing colours which love ever gives to the 
fancy-picture it reveres. A chance meeting 
leading on to appointments — to affection ; and 
then discovery precipitating a crisis that, with 
more tact and consideration, might have been 
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avoided. A foolish and a secret marriage, 
a soldier husband^ a deserter; a story that 
might have ended miserably, even tragically, 
and the sequel of which was still difficult to 
guess at. 

This latter thought crossed Mabel Westbrook's 
mindy not that of the girl by her side, and with 
her soul in her confession. To Dorcas this was 
the end of all trials and temptations, and the 
beginning of the bliss to which she had looked 
forward and wondered when it would come, 
and in what guise. Here was the romance 
which her brother would have marred, and it 
was ending pleasantly and brightly, and with 
a happy-ever-afterwards denouement. There 
were no doubts to cross her, and the faith she 
had had in the boy-lover remained with the 
young husband whom she was to meet again 
^o-morrow. 

Yes, Dorcas was very weak, thought Mabel, 
but very trusting; and thus, altogether, wo- 
manly. Very sanguine too, and knowing, 
after all, so little of real life and human nature 
that the elder girl could only shudder at the 
intensity and pathos of her rhapsody. 
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** I hope he will be always good to you," said 
Mabel, **for you deserve it for your feith in 

Kim ** 

*' He has Suth in me too," said Dorcas. ^' He 
loves me very much." 

** I am glad to hear it." 

**! was a wild, uncared-for girl when he took 
a fiusoy to me ; I was not worth a penny in the 
world, so he did not come running after my 
money," said Dorcas. 

^ It is pleasant to be sought for one's sel^" 
rejdied Mabel, musingly. 

^ Oh ! I know of whom you are thinking," 
died Dorcas. 

** Of whom?" 

^ Mr. Angelo Salmon, and the night when he 
came here. You are beginning to wonder 
wiiere he is|, and why he has not been to see 
you since. Oh ! Miss WeBtbrook, if you don't 
mind my saying so, I am sure you Iotb him,"' 
said Dorcas, timidly, and as if expectant of a 
tttider revelation in return for her own. 

^ Husfa^ husfa^ Dorcas I I was not thinkhng of 
Mr. Salmon ; I am nerer likely to &I1 in lore 
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with him — I respect him too much," she added^ 
almost satirically. 

"You would not love anybody you did 

not ^" began Dorcas, in a wondering tone, 

before she broke into a merry laugh^ and said,^ 
'' Ah I you are jesting with me. I am so 
pleased to see your smiles again !» 
" Have I not been smiling lately ?" 
" Not in the old bright way, I fancy." 
" Perhaps not," said Mabel in reply ; " but I 
did not know you were keeping a careful 
watch over me. However, Dorcas, I am not 
grieving for the absence of any man." 

" But you miss Mr. Salmon a little — do you 
not r asked the pertinacious girl. 

'^ I should miss any friend a little^" answered 
Mabel, " even though I recommended him to 
go away for a while." 

" Yes, as you did Mr. Salmon. But ^" 

" And we will talk no more of this, Dorcas,^' 
said Mabel, interrupting her. " The hour is 
late, and you have business of importance to 
transact to-morrow. Where do you meet your 
brother? At the Museum? — or," she added, 
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after a little prase, **will lie caD for yoa 
herer 

^ At the Mnaeiiiii,'' answered Dorcaa. 

Mabel aaked no finther qneatuMis, and Dorcas 
gathered her letters together preparatory to 
departure. When she was ready, she dropped 
suddenly on her knees bef<«e her mistress^ and 
saidy 

^I hare not been so bad a girl, hare If* 

••No, child, no" 

••A Ktile wilfbl — ^peihaps a great deal too 
nrach so; but never meaning any harm; and 
only loving my Midiael too welL" 

**He and you will love each other too well, I 
hope^ to the end of your lives," said Mabel. 
^ There, good night." 

^ Good night. And you will trust me and 
him?" 

•^Yes." 

** Whatever Brian may say presently — to 
trust ug/' said Dorcas, •^ and think the best of 
us. God bless you. Miss Mabel, and make you 
as happy as myself! For all past kindness, 
interest in me, love for me — ^let me say love ! — 
I give you the thanks of my heart." 
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" That sounds like a farewell, Dorcas." 
" No, no — not yet," answered Dorcas, as she 
rose from her knees, and, after a sadden kits on 
MabeFs cheek, went quickly from the room. 
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CHAPTER XVI. 



BRIAN BRINGS THE NEWS. 



DORCAS HALFDAY left early the next 
morning to keep her appointment with 
her brother. There was to be a preliminary 
conference in Brian's room at the Museum — a 
last ordeal for Dorcas, perhaps — before they 
met the solicitor at the district registry at 
Penton, and a certain Michael Sewell stepped 
from his soldier's cell into the foreground, and 
took his rich young wife to his arms. She did 
not go away in high spirits ; only two deep red 
spots on her cheeks were evidence of the excite- 
ment which it had become her task to suppress. 
She scarcely spoke to Mabel. Strangely 
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enough, with the morning following her con- 
fession there seemed to have arisen an em- 
barrassing reserve. A few words from Mabel 
would have broken through this ; but Mabel did 
not make them. She was glad to think for 
herself, and of herself; and it was only when 
Dorcas was on the point of departure that the 
old confidence was shown. Dorcas Halfday 
was as white as a ghost then. 

" I am going," she said, very slowly, and in 
a low voice. « Have you anything more to say 
to me !" 

''No, Dorcas. Except," Mabel added, sudden- 
ly, " that I would be calm and patient in your 
place to-day." 

'' It is hardly possible." 

**I hope you will not return to me and say 
you have exchanged hard words with your 
brother,'^ Mabel said. 

" I will put up with all his reproaches, if you 
wish it," answered Dorcas, submissively. 

*'I wish it. But why should he reproach 
you?" 

" He will reproach all of us," replied Dorcas, 

the lawyer, Michael, and myself. He will tell 
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VLB we are all that is bad ; but I will not Bay a 
word in reply. I have promised you » 

She put both her hands in Mabel's^ and look- 
ed wistfully, at her again. 

^^Tou remember all I said last nighty Miss 
Mabel!" 

«' Yes." 

" And all you have promised ?" 

" Yes," said Mabel, for the second time. 

"Thank you/' she answered, with strange 
humility. 

Mabel regarded her curiously, and Dorcas 
looked away from her, as if afraid to meet her 
gaze. 

" Have you anything more to say to me V* 
Mabel asked. " Is there lurking behind all this 
complication the shadow of another mystery?" 

" Why should you think so ?" 

" You look disturbed." 

" Heaven only knows what is lurking in the 
background ; but I have said I have faith in 
its being happiness. Pray believe as I do," she 
cried, with all her old impulsiveness. 

" Very well, Dorcas, I will try." 

** Good-bye." 
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Another wistful look at Mabel Weetbrook. 

" May I kiss you, as I did last night," she 
said, " as a friend I" 

" To be sure," was the reply. " Have you 
not been always my friend? Did not your 
carefnl nursing of me at Datchet Bri^e make 
you my friend for life ?" 

"Thank you for saying as much to me — at 
the last, like this.'^ 

Dorcas kissed her, and Mabel saw that 
there were tears brimming in her eyes. She 
did not trouble Dorcas with a repetition of a 
question to which an answer somewhat evasive 
had been returned; she would leave it to a 
more fitting opportunity. On the brink of her 
good fortune, Brian's sister was hardly herself, 
and the time was not ripe to question her too 
closely. Dorcas's life was beginning in earnest 
for the first time. The husband was returning 
in the golden sunrise, and the heaven above 
them was radiant with glorious colouring. The 
sun was in her eyes, and this poor being was 
dazzled and blinded by it, and could not see 
her way yet. The hour was unfitting to solve 
new mysteries, or to grow suspicious that the 
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old had not been fully explained. Let Mabel 
Westbrook believe as Dorcas did, if it were 
possible. She had promised to try. 

Mabel followed Dorcas to the door, to see the 
last of her. 

Outside in the country road, walking up and 
down, as if for warmth and exercise, the quick 
glance of Mabel Westbrook detected the bent 
figure of a brother of St. Lazarus. 

'* Can that be Peter Scone ?" asked Mabel. 

**Yes, he is waiting for me," answered 
Dorcas ; "it is an odd escort into Penton city, 
but he insists upon it." 

" Why did you not tell me he was going with 

you r 

"The wretch 1^' cried Dorcas, with sudden 
vehemence, " as if I would let him trouble your 
mind as he does mine." 

" That is not confidence between us." 
" You would not read the letters last night ; 
there were his among the number, asking, 
begging, threatening for his hush-money ?" 
Hush-money ?" 

Yes. I promised him money if he would 
keep silence as to my father's attack upon him," 
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explained Dorcas. " I did not know the whole 
truth of that story then ; but as it led towards 
the discovery of the will it does not matter 
much. Save that, when restitution comes/^ she 
added, " you will be much the poorer woman." 

"Oh! — yes," said Mabel wearily, almost 
doubtfiiUy. She had no thought of the money 
coming back, by any means, into her possession, 
and an allusion to it displeased her, the reader 
is aware. 

Dorcas went into the high-road and joined 
Peter Scone, and in this singular company she 
turned her back upon the home which she had 
shared with Mabel Westbrook. Mabel watched 
the meeting, even faintly responded to the 
raising of Peter Scone's hat, a large hard hat, 
which he wore on special occasions, and when 
off duty at St. Lazarus, and then closed the 
door and returned to her little sitting-room. 

«' What will be the end of this ?" Mabel said 
to herself, "and what am I waiting for, I 
wonder? Surely something strange will find 
its way here before the day is out." 

Mabel Westbrook, like most women, it is 
evident, had her superstitious moments, al- 
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though it was natural that Dorcas's half confi- 
dence shonld give her mental food for specula- 
tion. Dorcas had asked for implicit trust, but 
then Dorcas was unlike other women, and had 
had a strange world of her own to grow up in. 
Mabel did not distrust her, at all events, and 
she had the patience to wait, she thought, until 
Dorcas returned, and threw more light upon the 
antecedents. 

She was not quite certain as to the amount 
of patience she possessed when the daj had 
passed, and the shadows of the Autumn night 
were upon her. She had expected Dorcas home 
before the evening. The husband would have 
to return to the barracks, and the brother's 
company had never been desirable ; and when 
it struck nine by a time-piece on the mantel- 
shelf, Mabel grew uneasy, and for the first time, 
doubtful, whether she should look upon the face 
of her young companion again. Dorcas's im- 
pulse of the preceding evening, her reserve 
before quitting the house that morning, sug- 
gested at last a new and strong suspicion, 
which the deepening night only helped to 
strengthen. 
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There was a knock at the door at last, and 
Mabel took courage from it, although it was 
a noisy summons, and unlike Dorcas's general 
appeal for admittance to the establishment. 
Mabel Westbrook was over-anxious; she rose 
and peeped into the narrow passage as the land- 
lady opened the door, she came forward trem- 
blingly as a man's deep voice mentioned her 
own name, and Brian Halfday stepped into the 
house. 

** Oh ! she is not coming back?" cried Mabel 
at once. 

"No, Miss Westbrook, she is not coming 
back," answered Brian. 

" I was afraid so. I have been expecting this 
bad news." 

Mabel returned to the room, and Brian Half- 
day followed her and closed the door behind 
him, skilfully cutting oS the entrance of the 
landlady, who was also interested in the case, 
and wanted her information on the spot. 

Mabel sank into a chair she had recently 
quitted, and pressed one fair hand across her 
eyes, whilst Brian took off his hat, and rather 
impetuously pitched it into the corner. The 
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hat was a bad one and deserved shabby treat- 
ment, possibly — at all events its owner had no 
respect for it. Brian had come into the room 
looking hard and grim enough, but the first ex-« 
pression of Mabel's regret and disappointment 
softened his features wondrously. 

He did not sit down, but stood on the hearth- 
rug, with his hand upon the mantelpiece, regard^ 
ing her with great interest. 

" Bad news,'' he said, echoing Mabel's last 
words ; " is it bad news that tells you Dorcas 
has left for good ?" 

« Why should it not be ?" 

" It was a false position. She was not true 
to you." 

'* I don't know, said Mabel, hesitatingly ; *' I 
think she was true, although not inclined to 
trust me altogether. Does she send any mes- 
sage to me ?" 

" Yes." 

<« Why do you keep it from me?" asked Mabel 
almost sharply. 

He winced at her new tone, before he said, 

" She bade me tell you she would write in a 
few days. She desired your best thoughts 
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for her until you heard from her again. " 

"And that is all r 

" That is all," responded Brian. 

" I will await her letter before I judge her 
hastily for this sudden flight," said Mabel, 

" You are always generous." 

*' No, I am simply just. Where is she now t'^ 

" With her father." 

Mabel was surprised at the announcement, 
and looked quickly towards Brian. 

" Mr. William Halfday has fully proved, to 
the satisfaction of his daughter, and Mr. Sewell, 
his son-in-law, the bona fides of his past transac- 
tions," Brian drily continued* '<He was the 
first to hear of a will being in existence. He 
came to me with the news, but I received him 
churlishly, he tells his friends ; he quarrelled 
with Peter Scone about it, and, for his daugh- 
ter's sake, he went straight to his solicitor, Mr. 
Eversham, and begged that gentleman to make 
every inquiry, and to cease all efforts to obtain 
letters of administration for himself, until the 
mystery was cleared up. You see, Miss West- 
brook, there is a considerable amount of un- 
selfishness in our family, after all." 
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An expression of pain passed over MabeFs 
face. 

" I am tired of your satire," she murmured. 
*^ Speak to me plainly, and in sober earnest, Mr. 
Halfday." 

He accepted the reproof with strange humility, 
and attempted no defence. 

"Dorcas has gone away with her father. 
Michael Sewell thought it the more natural pro- 
ceeding, and she was anxious to oblige her 
husband," he continued ; "in a few weeks the 
discharge of that gentleman from military ser- 
vice will be obtained, and he will have time to 
confiider how to act with regard to yourself. 
Meanwhile, Miss Westbrook, he removes her 
from the sphere of your influence, as the wiser 
policy." 

" Is this satire too ?" asked Mabel. 

" No, it is the plain truth, which I am deeply 
sorry to convey to you," he answered. 

" Because " 

" Because it adds to the shadows by which 
we are surrounded — because," he added, more 
passionately, " the name of Halfday will, every 
hour of your life, grow more hateful to you." 
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" No," said Mabel, " it will not." 

" It should ; we have embittered your life — 
we have robbed you — we have left you defence- 
less." 

" Oh ! I can defend myself, I hope ; and for 
what has happened neither you nor your sister 
is to blame." 

*' You are poor." 

*' Yes." 

"You are very poor — you know you are," 
he said, with his voice raised to a higher pitch ; 
** you are keeping back from me the exact posi- 
tion in which you stand." 

" Surely you do not consider yourself my 
father-confessor," said Mabel, half saucily, half 
angrily. 

" I consider you, Miss Westbrook, as the one 
motive of my life." 

Mabel coloured, and looked away from him. 

" I told you this in the churchyard of Datchet 
Bridge, and I have sworn it with every day 
that has passed since.' You are a deeply in- 
jured woman, Heaven knows, and hate me as 
you may, as you must, I am pledged to live for 
you and your future interests. Therefore," he 
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added, iu a less impetuous tone, and, indecsd, 
assuming so suddenly a precise and business 
air, that Mabel's keen sense of humour brought 
a smile to her lips, ^^ I shall feel obliged by your 
informing me how much money you have left 
in the world ?" 
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CHAPTER XVII. 



BRIAN IS WEAK. 



THE smile which flickered for a moment ort 
the lips of Mabel Westbrook was displeas- 
ing to Brian Halfday. He was a man who 
looked at life too seriously, it was evident. 

" This is a grave question, which I wish you; 
to consider gravely," he said, in half reproof. 

'^ It is a question which I hardly think I am 
called upon to answer," answered Mabel more 
thoughtfully. 

" Oh, yes, you are," was his flat contradiction. 

" Go on, Mr. Halfday. I shall be pleased if 
you will explain." 

''All the embarrassments of your present 
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position," he began, when she cut him short by 
43aying rapidly, 

"I have never confessed to any embarrass- 
ments." 

'^All the embarrassments of your present 
position. Miss Westbrook, are due to a rash in- 
terference with the business of people unworthy 
of your interest," he continued, paying no heed 
to her interruption — " people whom you came 
a long journey to ally yourself with, and whom 
there is no shaking from you again." 

"What has this to do with your first in- 
quiry ?" asked Mabel. 

" Your mission was a failure ; the family, 
taken as a whole, was ungrateful for your sym- 
pathy and greedy for your money, and, as a 
representative of that family, I have treated 
you with a scant amount of courtesy." 

Mabel did not respond to this half-apology ; 
«he did not know what to say on the spur of 
the moment, and after waiting, as if for her 
answer, he continued — 

*' Still, on this occasion. Miss Westbrook, be 
good enough to understand that I represent 
the family of the Halfdays collectively — that 
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I am speaking of them as well as myself." 

** Are yop instructed in their name to come ta 
mer 

He went on in his usual aggravating way, 
she thought, and without attending to her in- 
quiries. 

"It is no secret you are ruined by pay- 
ing over to us money to which we were never 
entitled," he said, " and it is our turn to be of 
assistance to you in any way we think best. 
It would be a false modesty, another serious 
mistake, if you are not frank with us/' 

" With you, you mean ?" said Mabel quietly. 

" Say with me, if you wish," he replied. " I 
have already told you I represent the family 
that has done you all this harm." 

" Well, go on," said Mabel. " Probably the 
sooner we comprehend the position the better." 

" Then, to be brief and plain with you, how 
much money have you left in the world V he 
asked. 

" It is an odd question to ask a lady," an- 
swered Mabel, with the smile once more difficult 
to repress, " but I will tell you, as you claim a 
right to know." 
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She rose, walked to her desk, took out her 
1:)ank-book, which she opened, glanced at, closed, 
and put back, and then returned to her seat, 
and faced Mr. Brian Halfday's eager stare at 
lier without flinching. 

" Forty-seven pounds, fourteen shillings and 
ninepence,'' she replied, with great composure. 

Brian Halfday^s face became paler at this 
announcement, and his black eyes seemed 
starting from his head. 

** No more than that,'^ he murmured. 

"It will pay my debts and take me to 
America, where I shall not want friends." 

"You have not any great or dear friends 
there," said Brian. 

"How do you know?" asked Mabel, a little 
angrily. 

" You have talked more than once of settling 
in England/^ answered Brian, " and you have 
spoken of leaving America for good without 
regret." 

"I thought I was an heiress," said Mabel, 
" and should make many friends here in good 
time." 

" Friends are easily bought, you think V 
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" Friends are not easily made by a woman 
standing alone in the worid/' was the reply ; 
*' and in America I am at least sure of true 
sympathy, and of homes and helping hands 
being offered me by the old friends of James 
Westbrook. The world over there is not so 
full of uncertainty as this." 

"There must be some dear friend in the 
background, after all, and you have not told 
me of him," muttered Brian. 

"Perhaps there is — ^perhaps there is not," 
said Mabel, enigmatically ; " I am not bound to 
tell you ev erything." 

"And that explains much, of course," he 
added, half absently. 

" What does it explain ? " was Mabel's in- 
quiry. 

" Your indifference to but no, I will not 

worry you with that subject again." 
" What subject !" 

" It distresses you. You can guess it." 
"My indifference to your advice to marry 
young Mr. Salmon, you mean," said Mabel, 
confidently ; " yes, I did not care to hear of 
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that from you or him. And it distressed me- 



yes. 

'' It seemed for the best," said Brian, thought- 
fully regarding her ; ^^ he was fond of you, and 
an amiable gentleman." 

" Are you going to advise me to accept him 
after all ?" asked Mabel, her face flushing with a 
new excitement ; " have you seen him again ? 
do you come here this time as his intercessor t 
If so — I shall hate him — there !" 

** No, I am not here to speak for him — I have 
not seen him since that night he came to you — 
I hear they are anxious about him at the Hos- 
pital." 

"Indeed. Has he not been home ?" 

"Neither at home, nor at his chambers ia 
town — but we are forgetting the business of 
the evening." 

" Has he not written to his father or mother V* 
she asked, still curious. 

" Not a word, I believe — but you are really- 
interested in his absence, your face betrays 
anxiety and alarm," said Brian. 

" I had no idea I possessed such a speaking 
countenance," answered Mabel, very satirically 
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now; *^but I am concerned for a missing 
friend, naturally." 

" You own to his being a friend V* 

" Yes — and the fnend I can trust." 

Brian's face darkened at this. She had not 
intended to convey the impression that her 
visitor was not to be trusted, but he took it to 
heart as though his presence had suggested the 
comparison between Angelo Salmon and him- 
self. 

" I will endeavour to discover him if you wish 
it/' he said in a deeper tone of voice. 

" He is away by his own choice — why should 
I wish it ?" 

" It is not for me to say," said Brian, care^ 
lessly. 

" I advised him to take a holiday, I remem- 
ber." 

"He is quick to respond,'' replied Brian. 
" Well, it is satisfactory to find you can give 
advice to Mr. Salmon as well as I. Still, if he 
follows everybody's advice in this fashion, he 
will assuredly come to grief." 

" Shall we proceed to business, Mr. Halfday I" 
was the quiet inquiry here. 

VOL. II. ^ 
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" If you please,^' he replied. 

For the first time during the interview he 
drew a chair towards her, and sat down. His 
manner had changed ; it was harder and colder, 
if marked bj more deference towards his lis- 
tener, and there was a set expression on his 
features difficult to comprehend. 

" I have already said, Miss Westbrook, I re- 
present on this occasion the family that has 
benefited by your egregious error," he began^ 
with great formality, "and it is purposed to 
place at your disposal, and to meet those de- 
mands which have necessarily arisen on account 
of recent losses, the sum of one thousand pounds, 
being the first instalment of the debt due from 
the Halfdays to yourself." 

" I cannot accept it," said Mabel ; " I ^^ 

^^ It is so small a sum in comparison with the 
amount to which you are entitled — which you 
flung away with so little consideration for 
yourself, or for justice — that you are bound 
in honour. Miss Westbrook, to accept it," said 
Brian, with less formality in his address to 
her. 

^' No, no, no," said Mabel, shaking her head 
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energetically; "lam not boand in honour to 
take one farthing of this money back." 

" There is no alternative ; take it you must." 

" Not in this way, or without a fair explana- 
tion of where the money comes from." 

"Miss Westbrook, the money was paid to 
your account at Penton Bank this afternoon. 
Your balance at present stands at one thousand 
and forty-seven pounds, fourteen shilKngs and 
ninepence," he said. 

" You — you have dared to do this 1" exclaim- 
ed Mabel. 

" The example was set us in the case of 
Adam Halfday— and by yourself." 

" But 1 can restore this money — I will write 
a cheque to-morrow for the amount and send it 
to you," said Mabel. 

"I will pay it to your account again, I 
swear 1" 

" Then your fetther or Mr. Sewell must take 
the money, as representatives of the family to 
which you have alluded so constantly to-night," 
said Mabel, with great gravity of demeanour, 
but watching Brian Halfday very closely. 

His colour changed again, and he rose from 
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his chair in evident alarm at this last procla- 
mation. 

" Good God 1 you would never send the money 
to them V* 

" Why should I not 1" 

^''They are rich already by your rashness. 
And — and this is really yours. It is only 
one-twentieth part of your own money back. 
You would neyer give it to them, of all people 
in the world !" 

" Mr. Haltday," said Mabel, " will you let me 
trust you ? — will you teach me from this night 
to believe in you implicitly 1" 

It was a strange question, and uttered with 
great earnestness. Brian could not face the 
steady light shining at him from the depths of 
Mabel's full grey eyes. For the jSrst time he 
felt cowed and disarmed, and at another's 
mercy. 

"I hope you will believe in me in time," he 
murmured, looking away from her. 

" I want to believe in you now." 

**Well?" 

" I want you to tell me all the truth — to dis- 
guise nothing. Will you ?" 
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He could not resist her pleading; he had 
never felt the strong stern man in her presence 
as he had done in other men and women's. She 
exercised a maetery over him beyond hie po^er. 
of analysis; &om the dry depths of his inner 
consciousness there had been evolved romance 
and poetry, the romance of noble aspirations 
and sweet poetry of self-sacrifice. 

"I will tell you everything you wish," he 
answered. 

"This money, then? — this one thousand 
pounds paid away to-day? Do they know 
anything of it ?" inquired Mabel. 

" Who are they r 

" Your sister and her husband — your father ?" 

Brian shrugged his shoulders and looked 
away &om her, as a child might have done 
caught by its schoolmistress in a flagrant 
omission of its duty. 

" Do they know anything of it ?" he repeated, 
like a child still anxious to gain time for mature 
consideration, and taking refuge in vain repe- 
titions. 

" Yes," said Mabel. 
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** Well — not at present," came the response at 
length* 

*^ And the money is yours f in some way or 
other you have obtained a thousand pounds for 
mer 

" Yes," he said again. 
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CHAPTER XVIII. 



BRIAN IS BOLD. 



TJAVING confessed the truth, Brian Halfday 
-■"■*• looked unflinchingly at Mabel Westbrook 
again. He was there to argue, to reason, to 
defend himself, to do anything but take back 
the money which he had placed at her disposal. 

" Why have you done this I" she asked, in a 
low voice ; " I have never helped you in any 
way. I have been always opposed to you. 
You and I have been almost enemies at times." 

"Before you trusted in me implicitly," he 
answered, with considerable emphasis, " as you 
do now t" 

" As I do now," was her reply. 

His face became very bright on the instant. 
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" It is pleasant to be trusted," he murmured ; 
** it is the first time in my life that I have ex- 
perienced the sensation. A new life dates from 
it altogether." 

"But '' 

**But you will destroy the illusion — dash me 
to the ground completely — if you ask me to 
take that money back," he cried ; " there will be 
no trust — no confidence, if you will not let me 
help you." 

" What do I want with a thousand pounds !" 

** A woman without money is at the mercy of 
the world. A man can work for more." 

" Tou have promised me, Brian Halfday, to 
tell me everything I wish!" Mabel reminded 
him. 

"Did I say everything?" 

" Yes." 

" Is there anything more to ask of me ?" 

" Certainly there is." 

"Then it was a rash promise," he said rest- 
lessly ; " I should have been upon my guard." 

"No, no, don't conceal anything from me," 
said Mabel imploringly; "let me, for once in 
your life, know you as you are. You have been 
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a riddle to me — I have not seemed to under- 
stand you." 

"I was vain enough to think your faith in 
mc began at Datchet Bridge," said Brian, 
softly. 

" It began — yes. I lost the old belief in your 
being my enemy. I, felt you might at any 
time become my firiend — but you always re- 
mained a mystery that I could not compre- 
hend." 

" And now ?" he asked eagerly. 

" And now I trust you with my whole heart 
— for I think I read all that is in yours." 

" Ah ! that is impossible," he muttered. 

" Therefore, Mr. Halfday, with no secrets be- 
tween us ever again, tell me where you got this 
money!" 

Brian Halfday hesitated for an instant, and 
then one of his rare laughs escaped him. The 
position was becoming brighter and lighter, and 
the shadows were stealing from the scene. 

"Tou will not ask me to take this money 
back r 

^' You will let me pay you when I am rich 
again — I mean very rich? When Dorcas, or 
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Dorcas's husband, for instance, insist upon my 
receiving back a fair share of the capital at 
present in their possession." 

" Yes — then," he answered. 

" Now tell me how you were able to lend m© 
a thousand pounds?" 

"You are a very curious girl," he said; 
"what does it matter, so that I have been able 
to help you I" 

" I asked you for your confidence," she said 
reproachfully. 

" You Khali have it. I saved the money — 
most of it, that is," he added, with a reserve. 

" From your small income — ^impossible !" 

" How do you know what my income is V^ 
asked Brian, not a little surprised at her last 
remark. 

"Mr. Gregory Salmon told me," replied 
Mabel. 

" Ah I yes — ^he is a man who knows every- 
thing except how to write sermons ; whicb re- 
minds me I borrowed a book of you at Datchet 
Bridge. A terrible book that " 

"You are wandering from the subject in- 
tentionally, Mr. Halfday." 



\ 
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"You will have no mercy on me," he re- 
plied. ** How did I save so much money, you 
ask I" 

"Yes." 

" Upon my honour, it is hardly a fair ques- 
tion," he said, laughing again ; " but there are 
to be no secrets between us." 

" Go on, please." 

" And I may ask a few questions of you lA 
return — as forcibly and abruptly as I have 
asked questions of my sister before this," he 
said. 

" I don't think I have a secret in the world 
now," replied Mabel ; " but proceed. I am very 
curious." 

"I had saved up eight hundred pounds at 
the end of last month," said Brian at last ; " 1 
am of a saving turn of mind — the miserly habits 
of my grandfather are inherent in me, my ex- 
penses are few, I live rent free, I eat little, and 
I drink less." 

"But from your salary, it seems to be im-^ 
possible you should have saved eight hundred 
pounds," said Mabel, thoughtfully. 
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'< 1 did not say I had saved that sum from 
my salary." 

Mabel looked hard at him again. 

*' Another mystery ?" she said. 

*' No ; I am going to tell you what few people 
in Penton are aware of— what I have kept to 
myself as much as possible, having no friends 
in the world who would have been interested 
by the communication." 

" What can it possibly be t" said Mabel, 
breathlessly. 

He laughed again at her anxiety. Yes, the 
shadows were surely falling into the background 
of his life. Here was a woman interested in 
him and his pursuits. 

'* I write," he said. 

" Oh I I am glad to hear it 1" exclaimed Ma- 
bel ; " you are clever — ^you are a real author — 
you write books that people actually pay you 
fori How delightful !" 

"Yes, I write books and am actually paid," 
said Brian. 

" Novels — poems — histories — what kind of 
books r 

"Books and pamphlets that would weary 
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you to death to wade through/' he said, half 
Badly, half drily — " pages of heavy matter and 
ponderous detail, on which the bright eyes of 
women seldom rest." 

" Scientific r 

" Dry essays on our mother earth chiefly, with 
fragments here and there of county history, by 
way of a change of work, when hard study of 
dead worlds becomes too much for me. I have 
been fortunate in earning money, if no fame, by 
these pursuits," he added modestly, "and I 
love the labour of the pen with all my soul." 

He spoke with enthusiasm, and Mabel had 
never seen that thin wan face with so much 
light upon it. 

"And you have studied this for me," she 
said, " for the poor reward, the miserable satis- 
faction, of lending me the savings of your 
life." 

" There is no higher reward I want," he re- 
plied ; " you have been upon my conscience — I 
am happier than I have ever been to-night." 

"And poorer too." 

" I can earn money easily now," he said, 
somewhat proudly ; " I am known in London ; 
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the early struggles of one who writes for bread 
are past for ever. I think it is not wholly un- 
likely that I may even die a tolerably rich 
man." 

" Not if you fling your money about in this 
reckless fashion/' said Mabel archly, ^^ and trust 
such a stranger as I am." 

" Stranger," he repeated mournfully " ah ! 
•don't say that." 

" No, but I will say this, I cannot accept all 
your money." 

" Hush, hush ; you must not break faith with 
me, and render me unhappy to-night," he said ; 
" this is a night for ever to be remembered 
gratefully." 

" I don't see why." 

"Ton trust me — you believe in me?" 

" Yes," Mabel replied ; "but this two hundred 
pounds extra and above your savings, what do 
I want with it? Why should I let you run into 
debt for me ?" 

** My creditor will not harass me for his 
money back, and I shall earn it before the year 
dies out. Please let me be. Miss Westbrook. 
You never cared to talk too long about money ; 
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it is, at the best, one of the most miserable 
topics under the sun, God knows !" 

" And yet what a deal we have had to say- 
about it !" 

"Ay," asserted Brian, "we have never met 
without some sharp words on the question. 
But you always began it, if you remember." 

" No — I don't remember that," said Mabel. 

" Let us talk of something else before I say 
• good-night. May I !" 

** What do you wish to talk about ?" asked 
Mabel. 

" Yourself." 

" I am afraid we have been talking of that 
all the evening," she said. 

"But you have promised to answer all my 
questions — and it is my turn to be exceedingly 
curious," he urged. 

Mabel regarded him with trepidation. 

" You will ask nothing of me I cannot answer 
fairly?" she said. 

" There was to be no reserve," was his reply, 
"there are to be from this day no secrets 
between us." 

" N— no," she answered hesitatingly. 
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" Very well," said Brian, in almost a business 
tone again, though it was an affectation of 
business that Mabel would have more quickly 
perceived had she not been nervous as to what 
was coming next ; ^' and now the name of the 
bank in which all the money has been lost ?" 

Mabel told him, and he booked the title ia a 
little note-book which he took from his breast 
pocket. 

" Thank you," he said, " and now the name 

of THE MAN." 



225 



CHAPTER XIX. 



AN HONEST CONFESSION. 



IT was a bold question for a man like 
Halfday to put to this high-spirited wiaifeti 
from the States, but its very boldness had it» 
effect. 

Mabel was for a moment or two 
with astom'shment, then she 
" Tlie man I What man r 
^'He who has stood betvwai yvmwai.Jxi^iim^ 
Salmon — whom 70a lov^, mi mi: 9BM£ M10SC 

tor 

Mabel coloored at Hntymemmmj'Tfigui^ vtuei. 
he suddenly aawiffind aokd ■miinr 

^' Yon have bo la^tt. tt^ mmmt^mne^ % Axi^Mr- 
tion as that." 

VOL. n. i 
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*' There are to be no more secrets, Miss West- 
brook," he said, " and I shall arrive at a clearer 
understanding of your character, be able to act 
more thoroughly for you, and Aim, if you will 
keep your word with me. Trust me as your 
brother. I am not asking from motives of idle 
curiosity — and there should be no affectation of 
reserve to sink you to the level of your sex." 

It was a compliment paid to Mabel at the 
expense of her sex, and she knew not how to 
reply. She was glad he thought highly of her, 
and yet was angry and sorry that he had had 
but a poor opinion of women all his life. She 
had pledged herself to speak, she wondered a 
little why he was anxious to know, but she was 
half disposed to be offended with him again for 
thinking that under any circumstances he was 
justified in making the inquiry. Surely it was 
not his business — and the loan of a thousand 
pounds to her did not warrant him in assuming 
the airs of a dictator. 

" What makes you think there is a gentleman 
anywhere, for whom I care at all V* she asked. 

" I am sure there is," he answered positively. 
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" Why axe joxx sure f " she inquired also; " it 
is only a little while ago you professed your 
inability to understand women, and now you 
pretend to read all that is in my heart." 

"I do not understand women, Miss West- 
brook — but I know they are very positive, very 
obstinate, very eccentric when a lover is at their 
feet, who is all the world to them." 

" You did not discover that truth in the study 
of mother earth,"' said Mabel. 

" No. In the study of mother nature." 

"Have I been very positive, obstinate, and 
eccentric?" 

" Decidedly." 

Mabel considered this reply. 

" Probably I have," she said at length. 

"You have acted rashly ,'* he continued in 
mild reproof, " no one would have so seriously 
embarrassed herself, and complicated matters so 
inextricably as you have. And," he added, " if 
it had not been for a prior engagement, a 
gentle, unselfish woman would have naturally 
responded to that attachment which Gregory 

Salmon's son evinced." 

q2 
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^ I dou't know that^" said Mabel, shaking her 
head. 

" I have answered your question — now reply 
to mine. See, I am waiting to enter the happy 
man's name in my note-book/' said Brian, with 
a rare exhibition of facetiousness, as he held his 
book up for inspection. 

" I shall never tell you his name, to begin 
with," said Mabel, looking at the carpet, ** be- 
cause, in the first place, there is no engagement 
between him and me at present. But there is 
a gentleman — oh 1 a long, long way from here, 
far away in the backwoods of my native land — 
whom I could learn to love, and who I think 
might learn to love me in return." 

" And you are going back to him ?" 

" I shall return to Penton, and he may meet 
me there some day." 

" Will he know of your return, then ?" 

« Yes." 

" At once ?" 

" At once." 

" He must love you very deeply." 

*' Ah ! I am not certain of that," answered 
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Mabel, " and I only say I may learn to love him 
in good time." 

" This is a three-cornered kind of confession," 
said Brian, thoughtfully, '^but I comprehend 
you. Very clearly too," he added, slowly 
dropping his note-book into his breast-pocket. 

" You will say nothing of this to Dorcas ?" 
suggested Mabel. 

^' I shall not see Dorcas. Besides, I have no 
confidence in her." 

*' Ton must not judge her too hastily." 

" And we are speaking to ourselves — not to 
the world," added Brian. " It is for this reason 
that I wish you all the happiness in life — and I 
see only a little distance from you that happi- 
ness approaching. For he must love you — this 
man 1" 

" Why ?" asked Mabel, sofUy. 

" Tou are different from other women — since 
you have been away from America, he must 
have missed you so much," replied Brian. 

" Why did he not come after me, and keep 
me from the terrible temptation of the Salmon?" 

Brian stared hard at this sudden exhibition of 
levity. 
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" You are piqued," he said, " you and he have 
quarrelled." 

" We have had a few words." 

"Is he rich!" 

Mabel hesitated, and then encountering Brian 
Halfday's inquiring gaze, said quickly — 

" Yes — very rich." 

« What is he ?" 

" In the dry-goods store line," was the prompt 
reply. 

** That is an extraordinary business for the 
backwoods," remarked Brian. 

" I did not say his business was in the back* 
woods, but that he was there at the present 
time. Don't criticise me — don't talk of this any 
more, please, Mr. Halfday — I have told you 
more than I cared to tell already, but you 
have dragged this secret from me, for no earthly 
good. Spare me now — I have been tried to- 
day severely." 

"Yes, yes," said Brian in response to an 
appeal which had been uttered with great 
rapidity and considerable excitement, "I am 
an intermeddler, and have worried you with 
questions I had no business to ask. You are 
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quite right ; I am an inquisitive man, and want 
to know too much. Forgive me, Miss West- 
brook — I will not trouble you again in this 
way." 

" Thank you," murmured MabeL 

" And as there are no secrets between us," he 
continued, " as from this day's date we stand on 
new ground together, with confidence in each 
other, I am going to tell you one more truth. 
It will put you on your guard against me — ^it 
will warn you of the power you may exercise 
for good or evil ; it will show you, even, how a 
hard man like me can soften to a fool under the 
spell of a fair woman's influence." 

He was standing before her, with his face fall 
of trouble, but she had not the courage to look 
up at him, or arrest his words. He was so 
terribly in earnest that she was afraid to 
speak. 

*' When I came here this evening, it was for 
the first time, with a faint hope that I might 
win upon your heart some day," he said ; " and 
you might give me hope to win it, if I were 
strong and patient. You had become suddenly 
my dream and my ambition — but God knows 
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the dream is over^ and the ambition is at an end. 
That is why I tell you." 

*' This is not sparing me, Mr. Halfday,'' said 
Mabel, reproachfully, '^ this is ungenerous of you 
at the last." 

"It is as well you should know," replied 
Brian ; " and you have done me a kind service 
in telling me of the lover in America, for I go 
back to my old life none the worse for the 
collapse of an air-bubble in the sun. I was not 
selfish, at least; I felt you were beyond me 
when Angelo Salmon told me how he loved 
you, and I have only seemed a little nearer since 
your rejection of his suit. I have thought of 
approaching you by slow degrees, and of being 
loved by slow degrees in return. There was no 
securing you by a coup de theatre, and now that 
there is no securing you at all, I shall be a 
practical, matter-of-fact man for ever after- 
wards. But for ever your friend, Mabel West- 
brook, who talks in this romantic strain for the 
first and last time in his life, and who makes a 
clean breast of his folly before he says good 
night." 

He held out both his hands, and she saw the 
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movement and put hers within them, and with- 
out looking up at him. Again the strong firm 
clasp of his hands startled her, and yet assured 
her of his earnestness, and strength of will, and 
faith in her. 

*' You are not offended ?" he asked in a low 
tone. 

" No," she replied in as low a tone as him- 
self. 

" If I have spoken out too plainly, forgive 
me, and think no more of it," he continued, " for 
I could not keep the truth back, after all that 
you had told me. And it is the solemn truth ! — 
I shall not grieve, and you need not be afraid 
of my obtrusiveness. I am very strong, thank 
Heaven, and I say again that from to-night I 
am simply your true friend, whom you are to 
trust as long as you livel There — God bless 
you, girl — and good night again." 

He kissed her hands, like a gentleman of the 
old school rather than a geologist of the new, 
and Mabel did not shrink from his reverent 
caress. When he was gone, she cast herself 
upon the couch and shed many strange tears, 
and did not feel, despite her griei^ that she was 
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particularly unhappy, although she had not 
told all the truth to Brian Halfday, and was to 
deceive him a&esh to-morrow, when he might 
learn to despise her even for her want of trust 
in him. 
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CHAPTER XX. 



AFTER-THOUGHTS. 



ROMANCE does not live long in the heart of 
a practical man. It is a temporary and 
uncomfortable ailment, which he is bound in 
justice to his character to set aside, more espe^ 
cially when there is nothing for the ideal to 
subsist on. This was Brian Halfday's theory^ 
and he believed in it, and in his power to go 
back at any time to his old life — as if to re- 
trace one's steps were possible to the sons of 
men. He went home to his stufifjr top room in 
the Penton Museum a grave and determined 
being ; he had made up his mind to begin again 
to-morrow as if nothing had happened to lure 
his thoughts from those studies by which he 
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had earned money, and which seemed^ even to 
him, to point towards a name by which the 
world might know him presently. He had been 
wrong to swerve from the groove in which his 
life had been running easily till Mabel West- 
brook's advent ; he was sorry to confess it, but 
he had been for the first time in his life a fool. 

He confessed it again when he was at home 
and had lighted his lamp, and set his papers in 
order for an immediate dash at work. But 
the work was beyond him, and he contented 
himself with staring at it and at the oppoidte 
wall by turns, finding that the woman he loved 
was too strong for the fossils and earths he 
loved too. 

Too strong for that night at least, but these 
were early times to shake off the sense of dis- 
appointment which he felt despite his philo- 
Bophy. To-morrow Brian Half day would be 
himself again. Nothing had happened which 
he had not expected, surely. It was unlikely 
that this good-looking American girl should 
think of loving a man who had grown old so 
much before his time as he had, who had not one 
attribute that might stand as a fair passport to 
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that ladies' society which he had studiously 
shunned until a goddess had surprised him in 
his den. It w^as as well that it was quick- 
ly over, and Mabel Westbrook had owned to 
a lover already. It settled the whole afl^ 
completely, and rendered the path ahead of 
him smooth, and free from pitfiills, and only a 
little dull I That last feeling he ahoald get 
over — all men were dull at timesy and his 
studies Avonld give him tone and strengtli of 
character. It pained and irritated Um npcm 
mature consideration to think that he had 
acted as foolishly as Angdo Salmon, and with 
about the same result. He had had r»tLer 
more than a dim consciousness of beuu^ 
clever and shrewd fellow nntQ tiiai fnHails^ 
night, and now he could see when h^ i^^ 
blundered. The more he stand at ii^ tte^-c* 
wall, and at the geologieal amf^ 
han^ng there, the num h^ b^s^ut 
that he had hew Uixaj^ ^ *«5niM- 
vanity, and— Heaven !*« luatty ^^^ 
by sentiment. His fi^gsst ti^ggs^ 
hair in dismay at Ait W^^ ^ ^ -^^i^jt 
Westbrook Uaak cf jk w^ ^^ ^'^^ *«l 
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all the nonsense which he had talked during 
ihe latter portion of their interview? If he 
could live that evening over again 1 If he had 
not told her of his love she would have 
respected him more, and he should have been a 
prouder man. What had been the use of so 
maudlin an avowal, save to render her dis- 
trustful of hira? Why could he not have 
buried deep down in his heart that knowledge 
which had not even benefited himself? And to 
tell her that he loved her, a few minutes after 
giving her, or lending her, all the money which 
he possessed too, as if he had kept back his 
passion until he had had the opportunity of 
offering her a bribe 1 

" No, no — she will not think that 1" he cried 
aloud — for it was a thought too galling for him 
in these salutary moments of self-depreciation. 
*^ She is warm-hearted, generous, and will do 
me justice." 

He took a long walk round his room after 
this, and it was a wise dispensation that there 
was no human being taking rest in the apart- 
ment beneath, he tramped on so persistently, 
and stamped at times so heavily. Suddenly 
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he made a dash at his work again. ^* I am sulk- 
ing like a child at the inevitable," he said, " and 
I will not have it 1" 

There was the courage to write a few lines^ 
the manliness to persevere ; but his heart was 
too strong for his brains, and presently the pen 
dropped, and the blurred manuscript was pushed 
unconsciously aside. After all, it was pleasant 
to think of her — even at that hour, and with 
the bronze clock registering two — to remember 
all that she had said, to dwell upon the 
expression of her faith in him, the frank 
confession of her trust, the acceptance from 
him of that pecuniary help which she would not 
have taken at Angelo Salmon's hands, or from 
anyone but him. Theirs had been a long 
meeting, full of discussion and explanation, and 
winding up by love matters that might have 
been more fittingly postponed, and yet were 
mercifully terminated for all time ; but there 
was nothing really to regret in the interview, 
except his own stupidity. She had been as 
gentle as a true woman should be, and Heaven 
bless her for it ! He hoped the man she loved 
would make her a good husband ; he thought 
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he would, for Mabel was one to cherish very 
tenderly, and observant enough not to make a 
bad choice for herself. To-morrow, or the next 
day, he should face her as a firiend, or a 
brother, and be very business-like with his 
friendship and advice, and fight her battles in 
his old-fashioned, forcible way ; all this, as long 
as she lived, or as long as he lived, to be a 
duty and a comfort to him. She had placed 
confidence in him, she had made less difficulty 
about accepting his service than he had imagined 
that she would, and, despite the greed of his 
relations, the world seemed brightening for 
her. 

But on the morrow the shadows came up 
thick and fast again, and there was no more 
brightness in his little world. It was noon, 
and he was busy in his office downstairs, and 
two little boys, representing the visitors of 
Penton, were playing hide-and-seek behind the 
big glass cases, when a letter came by post to 
him. It had been dropped in the letter-box at 
Penton High Street, only a stone's throw from 
his door, by the bearer, who had not the 
courage or the inclination to face him again, he 
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thought. Brian had not seen the handwriting 
of Mabel Westbrook, but he knew it ; it was 
not his sister's scrawl, and no other woman 
had ever written a line to him. He opened the 
letter with impatient hands, and two bank- 
notes fell out, and fluttered to the floor. 

He was business-like to the last. He stooped 
and picked up the notes before reading a line 
of the letter ; he examined them closely, and 
inspected carefully the amounts, which were * 
for five hundred pounds each. The thousand 
pounds had been returned to him. Mabel 
Westbrook would have none of his support, if 
it were possible to do without it ; she could 
not, or would not, trust him after all. She 
knew and saw the great gratification that it 
would have been to him to help her, and yet 
her pride had dashed him down like that t 
This was her return — almost her revenge, he 
thought — for his refusing the sacrifice of her 
money to his grandfather; but in what an 
arrogant spirit, and with how miserable a 
reason 1 He had thought her very diflferent 
from this I 
He did not quickly refer to her own explaua* 
VOIi. II. ^ 
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tion of this step. He seemed content to sit 
there with the notes and the unread letter in 
his hands, and guess at her resolves and mo- 
tives. Having worked out the theory to his 
satifi&ction, he took the number of her notes, 
which he locked within his desk, and then 
opened the letter, saying, between his set 
teeth — 

" She shall have the money ! I will help her, 
in spite of herself and her miserable pride." 

The first words took away all sense of anger 
from his heart, however, although there were 
only three to thrill him with a new and sudden 
sense of joy. He read them aloud in his ex- 
ultation and excitement, and his red-haired 
clerk entering at the minute, stopped at the 
door with his mouth open. 

" My dear Brian !" quoted the curator ; " yes," 
he added, " that is what it is — my dear Brian 1" 

** What did you say, sir ?" exclaimed the young 
subordinate." 

'* Get out !" 

** Yes, sir, but '' 

" I'll attend to you presently. Don't you 
hear?" 




k 
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" Oh ! yes — I hear," said the clerk, who was 
uncivilly disposed, and quick to retaliate. 
Brian looked fiercely at him, and the youth 
vanished at his glance. After his clerk's de- 
parture Brian went on with the perusal of the 
epistle which Mabel had sent to him, and which 
we will read with him. 

It had no address or date^ which for a lady's 
letter was not particularly remarkable ; it was 
wild and rambling, which was not remarkable 
either, and it ran thus : 

" My dear Brian, 

" For you must let me call a true 
friend thus, as I would call a brother, if I had 
one. You have acted in brotherly love, and 
I am very gratefal — pray think that whatever 
happens^ and you will only do me justice. 
Don't be very, very cross with me for sending 
back your money — I could not take it — I never 
intended to make use of it — I should have been 
a coward and a wretch to rob you of your 
savings. I have friends — plenty of them — leave 
me to them, and do not trouble your head and 
heart with my wilfulness again. Ton make me 

^"1 
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J^^^ 



unhappy by your persistence to be of service 

to me and I have run away from you. Forgive 

the step, and grant me that which a little while 

ago I refused to you, if you recollect— T&iw. 

Only give me time ! And believe that I shall 

remember your unselfishness and value it, and 

be always 

" Yours most faithfully, 

" Mabel Westbrook." 

" P.S. — You promised at Datchet Bridge to 
study even my wishes when opposed to your 
own — do so now, and consider me your debtor. 
I wish for peace and rest^ and time for thought, 
away from all of you." 

" Away from me, she means 1" said Brian, 
mournfully ; " yes, I have frightened her away." 

He locked up her letter and started at once 
for the villa on the Penton Boad^ knowing 
beforehand that she would not be there, feeling 
sure that she had taken every precaution to 
evade him and his offers of pecuniary support, 
and yet wishing to learn the worst at once. 

He was right. Mabel had gone away for 
good, and the landlady did not know in which 
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direction she had turned. " She was going to 
leave the city at once," that was all the in- 
formation which the lodger vouchsafed to 
impart ; and the landlady only knew in addi- 
tion that the fly had been driven towards the 
railway station. 

Brian called at Penton Bank on his return. 
He was known to the clerks, and country clerks 
are more communicative than their London 
brethren^ and less suspicious. 

"Can I pay any money into Miss West- 
brook's account to-day V^ he asked. 

" She has closed her account with us," said 
the cashier. 

Brian nodded his head, walked out of the 
bank, and went back to the Museum, where he 
once more read the letter which she had sent 
him. 

The following week he was in Liverpool, 
where he booked a passage for New York, and 
steamed away to a new world across the 
Atlantic on the following day, without telling a 
friend or an acquaintance that he had turned 
his back on Old England. 
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CHAPTER I. 

THE LAST CALL AT ST. LAZARUS. 

IT may be said at once, for the better under- 
standing of the character of our hero — for 
this hard, angular, crotchety being is all the 
hero we have to present to our good readers — 
that Brian Halfday did nOt start for America 
with any intention of troubling Mabel West- 
brook with his company, and aggravating her 
by his advice. He had a motive for his journey^ 
that will appear in the due course of this narra- 
tive, and there was no scheming to throw him- 
self in her way again. Had he been sure that 
she was in Boston, had he been certain she 
would have been pleased to welcome him, he 
would have kept out of the way. It had been 
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her wish on the day she had flitted suddenly 
from Penton ; she had expressed it forcibly and 
kindly, but none the less had he scared her 
from her home, and he would not too hastily 
cast his black shadow across the solitary path 
she had preferred to pursue. She had begged I 

for time, and he had granted it ; he was neither 
a bore nor a spy, and he must leave her to her- 
self for awhile, making preparations, none the 
less intently, for that future of hers over which 
he had sworn to watch till his life's end, and of 
which task he was proud. 

Of his expedition to America we purpose to 
keep no record ; the thread of our story is taken 
up on English ground a few weeks after- 
wards. 

It was the end of October when Brian Half- 
day was in Penton again, no longer the curator 
and custodian of the Museum, but a gentleman 
at large. He had resigned his office before 
quitting England, and he had no intention of 
returning to the post which he had quitted. 
He had no idea, either, of remaining in Penton, 
although it was his birthplace, and a dreamy 
old city that suited him — time, since we left 
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him last, had worked many changes, and given 
a new turn to his ambitions. 

He walked into his office for the letters whicb 
had accumulated during his absence ; he ar« 
ranged with his successor for the future de- 
spatch of various articles belonging to him, and 
which were still at the Museum ; he chatted 
for awhile with a stray trustee, who happened 
to arrive in search of an umbrella he had left 
four months ago in a corner of the directors* 
room ; he took a last stroll through the build- 
ing, and pored lovingly over the old relics of 
which he had had the care, and the histories of 
which were household words to him ; and, 
finally, he went down the steps with something 
like a sigh escaping him. 

*' It was a quiet life, but I was happy there," 
he muttered ; " never unhappy until " 

" Until Mabel Westbrook came," was he going 
to add, when he stopped his soliloquy, and 
stamped his foot angrily upon i^e flinty path-^ 
way I Possibly, for he began a fresh sentence 
in lieu of finishing the preceding. 

" Not her fault — but my own stupidity," he^ 
said, *' and it's well over now." 
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He walked at a brisk pace from the city 
to the Hospital of St. Lazarus, like a man "who 
had had his plans of action from the first, and 
was carrying them out one by one. He had 
begun his new life in England, and his new 
thoughts for her who had escaped him, took 
him, as a beginning, towards the Brotherhood 
of the Noble Poor. He might fail in the inform- 
ation which he required, but some clue might 
be found there, and Angelo Salmon or his mother 
might have learned where Mabel Westbrook 
was. At all events, he was not disposed to 
leave Penton until he had asked many questions 
of many folk, and he went about his mission in 
a brisk, business-like way. He glanced to- 
wards the little villa where Mabel had lived, as 
he passed — there was a bill in the window, an- 
nouncing the fact of furnished apartments 
within, — and he paused some twenty yards 
further on, as though the idea of making in- 
quiries had struck him suddenly. 

" When I come back — and if necessary," he 
said ; then he resumed his rapid pace, stopping 
not again till Hodsman, the porter, was look- 
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ing at him from his door iu the Cardinar» 
Tower. 

'i Good day," he said. 

"Good day to you, Mr. Half day — for it is 
Mr. Brian Halfday surely ?" 

^^ Have I altered so much since I was here 
last, Hodsman, that you are in doubt as to my 
identity ?" 

"You're looking uncommon well, sir," said 
Hodsman, "more brown and less dusty like. 
Been in the country?" 

" I have been abroad," answered Brian, " and 
have come back to look up some of my friends 
and acquaintances. Is young Mr. Salmon at 
the Master's quarters? I have business with 
him." 

" Lor' bless you, no, sir," said Hodsman ; " he 
has not been here for a sight of weeks." 

" Not since Miss Westbrook left here ?" 

" That's the very day I saw him last, Mr. 
Brian, now I come to think of it." 

" Do you know where he is to be found ?" 

" They might tell you at the Master's house 
— but the Master is away.' 

" Is Mrs. Salmon there T 
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" No — she's away too," 

" Who is acting for Mr. Salmon ?" 

« Mr. Cutler." 

" Cutler of Penton Cathedral ?" ran on Brian, 
firing off his questions one after another in 
•his old pop-gun style, and without a moment's 
hesitation. 

« Yes— he's '' 

But Brian had not stopped for farther inform- 
ation. He had walked into the quadrangle, 
and was hammering away with the knocker of 
ihe Master's door before Mr. Hodsman had 
finished his sentence, if he had even cared to 
finish it after the unceremonious departure of 
the gentleman to whom he had devoted his 
attention. 

It was a noisy summons, which caused the 
heads of one or two brothers to peer round the 
entrance door of the Refectory, and transformed 
a black cat^s placid sleep on a window-sill into 
a mad flight, all legs and wings, across the 
grass-plot. Even the servant who responded to 
Brian's impetuous knock came to the door pale 
from sudden fright. 

" Is Mr. Cutler within !" 
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" No, sir, he " 

** "Where is he to be found ?^ 

"He is at one of the brothers' cottages, I 
thiiik, sir/' 

" Which one, do you know V^ 

" No, sir, I will inquire." 

" It doesnH matter — I will inquire for my- 
self." 

Brian walked from the Master's residence to 
the Refectory. He was a little excited. The 
Salmons were away, and the consciousness of 
being balked at the outset of his investigation 
disturbed his composure seriously. He stepped 
into the hall and looked round him. The fire 
was burning in the big central hoop again, for 
the days were growing cold and lonesome to 
the old men huddled round the blaze. The 
Summer had died away for good, and it was 
doubtful how many of these withered atoms 
would see another, with life's span drawn out 
to its full tension — let the Noble Poor have all 
the warmth and comfort that this charity 
afforded, whilst there was time before them. 

The brothers were in fall force that after- 
noon ; they had gathered together for company's 
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sake, or else something of more than usual 
importance had linked them in a common band, 
thought Brian. They were talking together in 
low murmurs, which echoed strangely in the 
place, and the withered faces turned curiously 
towards the man who had intruded there as he 
stepped into the hall. 

" Good afternoon, brothers/' said Brian ; *^ can 
you tell me where I shall find Mr. Cutler ?*' 

" Good afternoon. Master Brian," replied those 
who recognised him. **Mr. Cutler ia with 
brother Peter." 

" Peter Scone V 

" Yes," said one old man, in a feeble falsetto, 
" he's going at last. He has been a long while 
at it — but the cold last week caught him in the 
chest, and he's awful bad, he is." 

" Indeed !" said Brian. 

"And Mr. Cutler's reading to him; but I 
don't think," said the old man, shaking his 
bead very solemnly, " that Peter likes that kind 
of thing/' 

*• Peter was never fond of his Bible, more's 
the pity," said another. 
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"Peter was never fond of anything," com- 
mented a third. 

Brian Halfday passed from the Refectory to 
the brothers' houses,*and knocked gently at the 
door of Peter Scone's room. The sallow face 
of an old woman was confronting him through 
the half-open door very shortly after his sum- 
mons for admittance. 
• "What is it r 

" Is Mr. Cutler disengaged ?" asked Brian ; " I 
would speak to him for a few moments. My 
name is Halfday." 

''Halfday !" exclaimed a shrill voice, that our 
hero recognized ; " not Adam Halfday come to 
fetch me already I Don't say it's Adam !" 

" Hush, hush I" said another voice ; " you are 
exciting yourself unnecessarily, Mr. Scone." 

" Who is it, then 1" 

"Brian Halfday." 

" The very man we want,'' said Mr. Cutler, 
with evident excitement. "Come in, please, 
and shut the door behind you, as the draught 
is keen to-day." 
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CHAPTER n. 



GREAT NEWS. 



BRIAN H ALFD A Y complied with the request 
that had been given him, but a certain 
amount of fresh air found its way into the room 
as he entered and set old Peter Scone coughing 
very violently. Brian glanced at the sufferer 
in the bed, who closed his eyes as if the sight 
of the new-comer were unpleasant to him, and 
who, he fancied, shrank a little as he advanced 
and touched the waxen hand resting without 
the coverlet. 

" I am sorry, Peter, to find you brought down 
as low as this," said Brian ; '* but it is the lot of 
each of us in turn." 

"Ye-es — I know/^ answered Peter, still 
breathing with great difficulty after his pa- 
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roxysm, ** but it's an awkward — time of year — 
for this — ^business. I always thought — I should 
go — off nice and warm — in the Summer. "What 
— brought you — here to-day V 

" God's hand must have led him to this 
house,'' said Mr. Cutler solemnly. 

Brian looked hard at the speaker, who came 
towards him and shook hands. 

" What does this mean?" asked Brian. 

'' Shall I tell him, Peter, or will you ?" 

^^You had better — ^tell him, sir," answered 
Peter Scone in little gasps ; ^^ you've more 
breath than — I have, more's the pity." 

" This poor erring mortal, Mr. Halfday," said 
the clergyman, " has done you and yours a 
grievous wrong, and is now lying here repent- 
ant for all past mistakes. Will you, before he 
leaves us, forgive his trespasses against you V" 

Bri^n did not hesitate before the yearning 
face with the seal of death upon it. 

" Willingly," he answered. 

" Thank — you," said the old man, " thank 
you, Brian. I am glad you — have come now. 
But — I wonder — what old Adam will have to 
say— about it — presently ?" 



A 



260 AS LONG AS SHE LIVED. 

"What harm has this man done me in my 
time that I should say ^ Forgiveness T " asked 
Brian of Mr. Gregory Salmon's deputy. 

" Tell — him/' whispered Peter Scone. 

•* It is a very short story, but of great im- 
portance, that I have heard this morning," said 
Mr. Cutler ; " your grandfather's will " 

•* What ! but go on, go on/' cried Brian — 
" what is there to say concerning that ?" 

" The will which was discovered by your sis- 
ter in the church, and which you proved and 
administered to, was not the last will of Adam 
flalfday,'' said the minister ; " the day before 
Adam quitted the Hospital he had quarrelled 
with his grand-daughter again, and in a fit of 
pique against her, or thinking he had not 
done you justice, or for reasons which we can- 
not sift to a conclusion, he wrote another will, 
and entrusted it to Scone's care. It is that 
will which Peter has kept back.'' 

^^ Because — I never thought it — was a fair 
one," mumbled Peter. " Because I liked Dor- 
cas — though she never treated me well — better 
than — I — did — you." 

« Where is that will ?" asked Brian. 
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"It 18 in my possession/' said Mr. Cutler, 
drawing a piece of paper from his breast- 
pocket, and tendering it to our hero, ^^ andJE 
am glad to be so quickly relieved of the respon- 
sibility connected with it." 

Brian in his impatience snatched it from the 
clergyman's hands, and then became aware of 
his rudeness. 

" I beg your pardon, but so much depends 
upon this,'' he said hastily, as he opened the 
paper and read the few lines which it contained. 
Having perused the same, he went close to the 
bedside of Peter Scone again, and looked down 
at him. Peter coughed, and feebly turned his 
head away. 

" What made you do this V" asked Brian. 

**I thought Dorcas would — be liberal with 
me ; and besides " 

« Well t" 

" You've been haughty to me all your life — 
and you didn't — ask me to the funeral," was 
the old man's answer. 

Brian touched the hand of Peter Scone once 
more. 

" That was the one bad turn you spoke of^ 
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as desennng another; but you are sorry now?'^ 

"Yes — very sorry — because — if I had lived 
a little longer, Dorcas would have — or you 
might have ^' 

" Say no more," said Brian, " think of Heaven 
instead of earth." 

" He has been talking of Heaven all day," 
said Peter in reply ; " it's very kind — of him — 
but Tm a little — sick of it. I — I ^' 

"Rest, Peter, and then think of Heaven 
again. Good-bye." 

" Good-bye, — I suppose now you — have got 
all you want — you won't come and see me — 
any more ?" 

" I am going away from Penton.^' 

" Won't you come on Sunday? — I shall live 
— till Sunday, the doctor says." 

" I may be many miles away. If I should be 
in Penton I will come." 

" And there's my funeral — will you come to 
that now? I haven't anyone to follow me I 
care for — that old cat is chief mourner — my 
sister Lucretia Scone — ^Brian." 

The sallow-faced woman rose at this odd 
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introduction, made a courtesy to Brian, and sat 
down again. 

" I don't mind what he says now, sir," said 
Lucretia in a husky whisper, " he talks a heap 
of nonsense, and can't last four-and-twenty 
hours, to my reckoning." 

** That^s a lie 1" said Peter very distinctly. 

" Hush, hush. Scone 1^' cried Mr. Cutler again 
in mild reproach, " it is too late for hard words 
— for anything save repentance and faith.^' 

"One moment," said Peter to our hero; 
** don't be — in such a hurry. Where's Wil- 
liam ?" 

" My father 1" asked Brian. 

"Ay." 

** I do not know." 

^'I hope he's swinging — somewhere," said 
Peter maliciously between his gasps; ^'he 
ruined my con — con — constitution by knocking 
— me about that night in the Close. I should 
have — lived — oh ! years longer — but for him. I 
—I '* 

Here his cough seized upon him and racked 
his frame and took him to the verge of insensi- 
bility, as to the verge of the grave, and when 
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he had recovered he signed for Brian to 
approach him. 

" Say — ^for — given — again/' he whispered 
feintly, ** and I may — get off— cheap I" 

** Forgiven/' answered Brian as tie ^walked 
moodily from the room into the quadrangle 
beyond, where the chaplain, doing duty in the 
absence of the Master, joined him. 

*'That is a terrible old man/' said Brian^ 
" with the evil clinging to his last shred of life, 
like a blight that will not quit him. What has 
such a man lived for all these unprofitable 
years V 

" Perhaps for repentance even yet/' said the 
minister. 

^^ You may be right/' answered Brian, 
thoughtfully still, ^^ and I at least have no right 
to judge him.^' 

" The heart of a man " 

*^Yes, yes," interrupted Brian, "but I am 
pressed for time, and have come here for ex- 
planations of great moment to me. Where is 
Angelo Salmon ? I shall be gratefol for any 
information you can give me concerning him." 

Mr. Cutler seemed to hesitate. 
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« Do you wish to see him V 

'' Yes." 

" You are a friend of his, then V 

" The best friend he has, perhaps," said Brian 
enigmatically. 

"He has been very ill — and away from the 
family," explained the minister ; " three weeks 
ago Mr. and Mrs. Salmon learned of his illness 
for the first time.'' 

"Ill," said Brian, "then he will not know 
where she is 1" 

" Where who is I" asked Mr. Cutler. 

^^ A lady in whom I am interested, and whom 
I had hoped Angelo's power of research would 
have discovered before this." 

^^ Was Angelo Salmon interested in her also, 
may I ask V said Mr. Cutler. 

'' Yes.'' 

" Then he has found her." 

'' Now, I am glad of that," exclaimed Brian ; 
"where is she — where is she?" 

" You allude to Miss Westbrook, of course ?" 

" Of course ! What other lady ? But go on, 
please." 

" They are all at Scarborough — at the * Mas- 
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todon Hotel/ ^' said Mr. Cutler ; " we have been 
keeping the address somewhat of a secret, be- 
cause " 

" All at Scarborough. Who's all ?" 

"Mr. and Mrs. Salmon are with their son. 
You have no idea how ill that amiable young 
fellow has been, Mr. Halfday. I should not 
have believed that " 

"And Miss Westbrook is with them, you 
say ?" said Brian, interrupting him again. 

" Yes." 

" Strange they should all have gone together 
to that fast place," muttered Brian. 

" I beg pardon — I did not catch " 

" When are they coming back?" 

"Not for some weeks. Angelo is getting 
rapidly better, but he requires considerable 
care.'^ 

"Yes — ^yes — a sick man always does. And 
Miss Westbrook, who was discovered at Scar- 
borough, possibly she will not remain," said 
Brian, thoughtfully. 

" Oh, yes ! she is sure to remain for her future 
husband's sake.'^ 

" Her what I" exclaimed Brian Halfday. 
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" Oh, you don't know that- 
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** I don't know anything. Go on." 
Mr. Cutler drew himself up stiffly. He was 
a great man at the Cathedral, and not accus- 
tomed to this unceremonious style of address. 
Still he vouchsafed a reply. 

'* Young Mr. Salmon and Miss Westbrook are 
engaged to be married at Christmas." 



CHAPTER m. 



IK THE50VTH. 



IT wa« a late season at Scarboroogli, and 
fashion and frivolity lingered at ^ the queen 
of watering-places.*' It was warm, drv Antnmn 
weather, and visitors with time to spare ^were 
thick upon the Spa stilL The dandies and the 
would-be dandies, the unmistakable West-end 
loungers and the unmistakable West-end cads, 
the men of the clubs and the men of the streets, 
the retired tradesmen and the broad-shonldered 
manufacturers from the North, the dyspeptic, 
the bilious, the creaky, the fortune-hunters and 
the fortune-spenders, the great army of mar- 
riageable misses, and the shady camp-followers 
whose identity was doubtful, the widows 
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looking out boldly for their second husbands, 
and the widowers timidly for their second 
wives, the men who never meant to marry, and 
told everybody so, and the men who were 
married and told nobody — they were all loafing 
and leering and flirting at this hot-bed by the 
sea. 

The great "Mastodon Hotel," if not full to 
its ninth story, as in the height of its season 
it is bound to be, was doing well, and the 
waiters were not yet in expectation of the 
warning which comes with the cold and wet 
at Scarborough. The genial, good-tempered 
manager was in extra spirits with his extra 
season ; the table-hote was served to a goodly 
number of guests in the great dining-hall ; and 
there were dances thrice a week for all the 
light-heeled and light-headed folk who killed 
time and broke hearts to waltz music. 

One of these after-dinner dances was in course 
of progression at the '* Mastodon Hotel,^' when 
Brian Halfday descended the broad staircase 
into the hall, and looked about him. He had 
brushed off the dust of a long day's journey, 
but had not troubled himself to put on evening 
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-drees and white kids, and launch into festive 
proceedings forthwith. He did not look festive 
in his blade suit and thick-soled boots, and the 
expression of his countenance was not hilarious. 
It was a stem, pale &ce, at which more than 
one visitor glanced askance, as if it were out 
of place there, and to be marvelled at in such 
society. It was watchful as well as stem, and the 
thin steel-framed spectacles which he had perch- 
^ on the bridge of his nose gave an additional 
sharpness to the black eyes glittering behind 
the crystal. He was short-sighted, and requir- 
^ artificial means to look about him thoroughly 
— and he had come to the " Mastodon Hotel '* 
with that purpose, to begin with. To those of 
whom he was in search he had offered no 
warning of his approach ; he wished to study 
them for himself, and to come upon them by 
isurprise. They might be glad or sorry to see 
him, he did not know which^ and he did not 
-care, he was inclined to believe — though in his 
" heart of hearts " he knew better than that, so 
far as one particular person was concerned. 
He had come on business, he considered also — 
the grave, unadulterated business of another's 
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welfare; but he was in no hurry, and such 
business as his could bide its time. He was in 
no great hurry, either, to discover the object of 
his search. After one stroll in the background 
of the ball-room, where the dancers were too 
busy to take notice of him, he seated himself in 
a corner of the cool hall beyond, and read a 
local paper which he had purchased at the 
railway-station and brought on in his pocket., 
It was a diflScult and double performance, that 
of reading and watching thus, as he had to 
read over his glasses, and to scrutinize people 
through them ; but Brian Halfday was equal to 
the occasion. He mastered the local news, he 
went carefully through the visitors' lists, and a 
detective police officer looking out for " some- 
body " could not have been more vigilant in his 
inspection of the guests as they promenaded in 
the central hall after the dance, or strolled 
towards the coflFee-room'for refreshments. No- 
thing escaped Brian Halfday, and his studious 
mood was as far from him that night as was 
the Museum in old Penton. 

His vigilance was not quickly rewarded.. 
Amongst the dancers and saunterers of the 
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" Mastodon Hotel " there was no sign of the 
Salmons or Miss Westbrook ; but the hour was 
not late, and Brian was a man of immense 
patience when he had made up his mind to 
pursue a task to the end. In this instance 
patience was rewarded by the late appearance 
of Miss Westbrook and Mrs. Salmon, who came 
together down the staircase from their rooms. 
Brian applied himself more diligently to the 
paper, which he held very closely to his eyes, 
without losing sight of them, and with his 
heart thrilling in an unsatisfactory and trouble- 
some manner. 

Was it possible that he had not forgotten 
Mabel, or outlived the one foolish fancy which 
had crossed his prosaic life, or settled down to 
the fact that woman's love, or trust, or friendship, 
was never to fall to his share ? Or was it only 
his old interest in her, which he did not want 
to die away, and which had brought him to the 
Yorkshire coast, that was disturbing his serenity 
pro tern, f Surely his interest alone. He was 
not so daft as to allow a hopeless passion to 
trouble him at his age, and with his sober 
thoughts to back him. It was only his old 
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interest — and that was to last as long as she 
lived, and under every circumstance of her life 
and his. 

She was looking very beautiful, he thought, 
in her high-necked black silk dress, and with a 
white camellia in her hair ; he should have felt 
disappointed at discovering her in one of 
those flimsy, flaunting ball-dresses with which 
many of the ladies had over-adorned them- 
selves that evening. She was a sensible girl 
too, and would not whirl round in insane 
fashion with the rest of the volatile crowd that 
had already depressed him by its exuberance of 
spirits. She would sit down, and observe 
society at high pressure, and amuse good Mrs. 
Salmon with her clever comments on passing 
things; and presently he would steal to her 
side with all his news, and be rewarded by her 
welcome smiles. He thought she would be 
glad to see him now ; he had been six weeks 
away from her, he had given her the time for 
which she had pleaded, he had kept his word 
and kept his money, and there could not be the 
shadow of a reproach on her sweet face after 
thisnmplicit obedience. 

VOL. n. "^ 
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He read his paper again, or affected to read 
it, until he thought Mabel and her companion 
were comfortably seated in the ball-room ; he 
gave one final glance at the broad staircase 
and the upper gallery running round the dome- 
shaped hall, half in expectation of the smooth 
face of Angelo Salmon beaming at him from 
some corner of the vast establishment, and then 
he rose and walked towards the ball-room. At 
the same instant the music struck up a waltz, 
the dancers spun along merrily and madly, and 
a few prudent couples, requiring more room 
and less heat, came twirling into the cool hall, 
and danced round the palm-tree trophy in the 
centre. 

Brian sat down again — this time in a seat 
more open to observation. He vhad altered his 
mind suddenly, for Mabel Westbrook was danc- 
ing — actually dancing ! — with a tall, long-whis- 
kered individual who had placed one arm lightly 
round her waist,, and was holding her little 
gloved hand in his. Strange and miserable 
sensation to come to a man of his iron mould, 
thought Brian; but for an instant there fell 
upon him a heart-sickness, and dizziness, and 
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terrible despondency that was utterly beyond 
his own analysis, although capable of the sim- 
plest solution in the world. There was a 
sense of anger following close upon this feel- 
ing that disturbed his mind^ made his pulses 
throb, and assured him his contentment was 
at an end for that night. He felt as if he had 
been altogether deceived in his estimate of 
Mabel Westbrook's character — as if he had 
over-rated her and made a goddess from mate- 
rials common to all women, frivolous and vain. 
In his estimation, hehad set her on so high a 
pedestal that to see her in that caravansary, 
the partner in a dance with a long-legged sim- 
pleton whose title to her notice was the money 
he paid weekly for his board and lodging, 
vexed him and rendered him uncharitable. 

It was Brian Halfday's dark hour, and the 
length of the dance and the untiring zeal of the 
dancers did not tend to lighten it. The old 
harsh, sullen mood, which Dorcas knew too 
well, had descended on him, and wrapped him 
in a cloud. 

Brian had always hated dancing — with the 
uncompromising and bitter hate of a man who 
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cannot or will not dance — and had. inTcigfaed 
against it more than once in lus Ufe, and to ait 
calmlj there and see the woman he loTed, or 
the woman for whom he had the highest 
respect, according to his own idea, acting as 
friTolonsly as the rest of the people mbont faim^ 
was a blow from which he could not readily 
recover. He crumpled up his newspaper, and 
tossed it behind his diair ; whereon he sat witt 
a glaring countenance and watdied the busi- 
ness of the night. Presently Mabel Westbrook 
caught sight of him over the shoulder of h^ 
partner, and her eyes grew larger and her &ce 
redder, as though "long whiskers^' were 
squeezing her — but she was in doubt concern- 
ing his identity, as Brian wore glasses and 
glared at her through them without a sign of 
recognition. When the waltz was over, and 
she and her partner were passing him again, 
she glanced at him and met his dark, steady, 
staring eyes. Yes, it was he — there was a cer- 
tain contraction of his bushy eyebrow^s by 
which at last she was sure of him. She drew 
her hand from her partner's arm immediately, 
and with a "Thank you,^^ dismissed him. 
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Then she came towards Brian, the genuine, un- 
affected woman whom he had always known, 
and the stolid look with which he met her did 
not quench her smiles as she approached. 

'' Mr. Halfday — you here 1^' she exclaimed ; 
'^ I could not believe it was you." 

Mr. Brian Halfday rose and shook hands 
with cold formality. Mabel read his rigid 
countenance incorrectly, and turned pale. 

"Is anything the matter?" she inquired; 
'^ have you brought me bad news ?" 

" No, Miss Westbrook," answered Brian. 

" Why did you not speak to me before ? — or 
look as if you recognised me ?" 

" You were too busily engaged," said Brian, 
drily ; « I should ha^e been an intrusion, upon 
you." 

Mabel was unprepared for this reception, and 
although a high-spirited girl, was not one who 
took offence readily at a slight. And she was 
glad to see Brian Halfday. 

" Do you mean that I was dancing ?" 

" Yes." 

" Don't you like dancing ?" she inquired. 

"I cannot say I see much to admire in 
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it," he answered; "but it is more out of 
place here — more foolish and frivolous — than 
usual." 

" Indeed/' said Mabel. 

" I would as soon dance in a cook-shop," he 
added, very bitterly; "and I would as soon 
have expected you to dance there as in this 
menagerie." 

Brian's remarks failed in their effect in this 
instance from their very extravagance of ma- 
lignity. Mabel could guess pretty shrewdly at 
the motives for his anger, and her keen sense 
of humour dispelled the first flutterings of re- 
sentment which had come to her. She laughed 
merrily at him, and this did not tend to his 
composure. 

" I am pleased to find you in such excellent 
spirits this evening, Miss Westbrook," he said 
satirically ; " it repays me for the trouble of this 
long journey in search of you." 

'* Have you come all this way on my account?" 
inquired Mabel innocently. 

" Certainly I have." 

"I am highly honoured," she replied in a 
stately manner at last. 
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" It would be out of place to speak here of 
the motive for my troubling you," Brian con- 
tinued, in the same cold tone which he had at 
first adopted, " and therefore I purpose deferring 
my explanation to a more convenient oppor- 
tunity" 

"As you please," said Mabel indifferently; 
"but why is it out of place at the present 
time r 

" Your new friends will be seeking you out, 
and I do not care to be interrupted by them," 
was the answer. 

" I have no new friends." 

" Who was the fellow dancing with you, 
then ?" he asked abruptly. 

**The gentleman with whom I was dancing, 
Mr. Halfday," she said, with emphasis, "is Cap- 
tain Amherst, of the United States' Navy." 

" Ah 1 the man of whom you told me," ex- 
claimed Brian ; " but, no ! he was a dry goods 
man, I remember." 

" This gentleman I have met at the hotel," 
said Mabel, repressing a smile with difficulty, 
« that's all." 
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•'Yes — that's all," said Brian, more mourn- 
fully than angrily now ; " what a big, miserable, 
and soul-depressing book the history of chance 
acquaintances would make ! what tragic stories 
it would contain — what horrors 1" 

" Is there anything tragic or horrible in my 
meeting with Captain Amherst?" inquired 
Mabel. 

" No," Brian replied, " there is more of panto- 
mime than tragedy about him /" 

" I am afraid you know very little concerning 
Captain Amherst, and have no right to com- 
ment upon him in this manner," said Mabel, in- 
dignant in real earnest at last. 

" I am extremely sorry if I have hurt your 
feelings by my remarks upon the gentleman," 
said Brian, more politely ; " 1 simply replied to 
your questions." 

" Yes — after your own fashion," answered 
Mabel, shrugging her shoulders. 

" I thought I might speak frankly to you — 
but I am mistaken, I see," Brian continued, *' or 
else you are greatly changed since our last 
meeting." 
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She looked at him steadily and unflinch- 
ingly. 

" Yes — I am greatly changed," she said. 
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CHAPTER IV. 



A BAD TEMPER. 



IT was not a happy renewal of the aoquaint- 
ance between Brian Halfday and Mabel 
Westbrook. There was something ominous in 
it. The world had surely changed as well as 
Mabel, and everything was different about him 
since he, Brian Halfday, had come back from 
America. Well, who was he, to expect that a 
woman should be of one mind for weeks to- 
gether, or that Mabel Westbrook was a brilliant 
contrast to her sex, or the world was going to 
stop whilst he was on his travels ? 

He was asking himself these questions, but 
hardly in the same misanthropic, discontented 
mood as had oppressed him within the last 
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half-hour, when Mrs. Gregory Salmon emerged 
from the ball-room in search of her companion, 
and discovered her by Brian's side, looking a» 
grave and thoughtful as the gentleman. 

*'My dear Mabel," said Mrs. Salmon, "I 
could not imagine what had become of you.. 
Captain Amherst told me you had met with a 
friend, but " 

" This is Mr. Brian Halfday," remarked Ma- 
bel ; *' I do not know if you are personally ac- 
quainted with him, Mrs. Salmon, but you hav& 
heard Angelo and me speak of him frequently." 

"To be sure," said Mrs. Salmon, oflFering 
her hand to him very cordially, "yes — poor 
Angelo often speaks of you. I am very pleased 
to make your acquaintance, Mr. Halfday." 

Brian had no resource save to bow politely, 
and shake the extended hand, but he would 
have been glad to dispense with the lady^s 
company at this juncture. He wanted Mabel 
to himself, and he was sorry already for the 
last impression that he had left on MabeP& 
mind. Having blown oflF his extra steam, he was 
disposed, after the manly fashion of his tribe, 
to be amiable. The satisfaction of being near 
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her, of looking at her, of listening to the music 
of her voice, was exercising its natural effect 
upon him, and dissipating in a great degree his 
8ullennes8. 

" They have been making inquiries about 
you, Mabel, and there is a partner searching for 
you now," said Mrs. Salmon, looking round 
Brian at our heroine. 

'* He will not have far to search,'^ answered 
Mabel; ''I suppose the gentleman does not 
expect me to look after him." 

*' Very likely he does — at the ' Mastodon,' " 
Brian added curtly, and then was sorry that he 
had said it, for it destroyed his last chance of 
making himself agreeable to Mabel that even- 
ing. The gentleman in question was before 
them the instant afterwards, and Mabel made 
no excuse for keeping at Brian^s side, as he 
was vain enough to think she might do, after 
his expression of opinion upon dancing in 
general. She rose with a smile and took her 
partner's arm. 

"I will leave Mrs. Salmon to tell you the 
news, Mr. Halfday," said Mabel, and away she 
went, laughing and chatting into the ball-room. 
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Brian ground his teeth together, pincked off hi» 
spectacles, polished them with his handkerchief^ 
put them on again, and then turned so quickly 
towards Mrs. Salmon that that good but nerrous 
lady jumped in her chair spasmodically, 

" Miss Westbrook has regained her spirits in 
a marvellous degree," he said, frowning at Mrs* 
Salmon as if to check in the bud any dissent 
from his opinion. 

" She has generally excellent spirits,'' replied 
Mrs. Salmon ; " I have never known her actually 
depressed." 

" I have,'' said Brian ; " despite an attempt 
to appear light-hearted and cheerful, I have 
seen her very thoughtful and sad." 

"Poor girl, she has had a deal to trouble 
her," said Mrs. Salmon, with a heavy sigh ; 
*' and I have thought once or twice myself, that 
she was less happy than she appeared to be. 
But I don't know — I can't say — still that is 
why I persuaded her this evening to come 
downstairsand participate in these pleasant little 
festivities." 

" Oh 1 it was you, was it 1" cried Brian, to the 
lady's amazement, "I should have thought a 
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more suitable distraction for Miss Westbrook's 
mind might have been discovered than dancing 
in that mixed mob — bnt Miss Westbrook knows 
best. What does yonr son say f 

*^My son?^' repeated Mrs. Salmon. 

This was an extremely vacuous old woman, 
thought Brian ; had she forgotten she had 
A son in existence? he wondered. But Mrs, 
Salmon was only discomfited by Brian^s ab- 
ruptness, and by every question and remark 
Tvhich he seemed to throw violently at her. Mr, 
flalfday was an extraordinary young man, it 
was evident — she had heard so before, and now 
she was sure of it. She was sorry that she had 
been left with him — she would have been very 
thankfnl to her husband if he had come down- 
stairs from his whist in the drawing-room to 
her rescue. She was not at all surprised that 
Mabel Westbrook had taken the first opportu- 
nity to escape, although to leave her to take her 
place was scarcely as friendly as might have 
been expected under the circumstances. 

*^I am alluding to your son Angelo, Mrs. 
Salmon,^' said Brian. 

"Yes — exactly. What does he say, you 
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BSLjV she added, in a manner still more 
confused. 

"Dancing at this hotel can hardly be the 
amusement which your son has recommended 
to Miss Westbrook," Brian remarked. 

" Yes, he has/^ replied Mrs. Salmon, " for he 
thought — which is singular, now I think of it — 
that Mabel was very dull this evening. And 
he persuaded her to come down with me — and 
a nice company I fancy it is. Don^t you, Mr. 
flalfday V 

"I don't. But I am looking at it with a 
jaundiced eye, perhaps,'^ replied Brian, more 
amiably. 

"Dear me — are you, though ?'' and Mrs. 
Salmon, who no more comprehended metaphor 
than Joe Miller, looked with motherly interest 
at Brian's eyes at once. "Ah I that's a very 
bad sign. The weather perhaps, or a change of 
diet." 

Brian regarded Mrs. Salmon with renewed 
wonder. Was she satirising him, or talking in 
sober earnest t If the latter, he was not sur- 
prised at Angelo's weakness of character, and 
could see how surely he had come to it by in- 
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heritance. Sons took after their mothers, he 
had always heard, and this lady at his side was 
a poor^ weak specimen of human nature enough. 

^'I do not think^ if it were my lot to be 
ei^g^ged to a lady^ that I could rest complac- 
ently in my own room whilst she was dancing 
her heart out elsewhere/' said' Brian, half to 
himself, and half for the edification of his com- 
panion, "for — your son is engaged to Miss 
Westbrook, is he not?'' he asked, springing 
another mine of words at her. 

Mrs. Salmon jumped nervously again. What 
an uncomfortable young man this was, to be 
sure! 

"Keally, Mr. Halfday, 1 don't know that I 
ought to answer that question,'' she stammered 
forth. "I — I don't know if Mabel, or— or 
Angelo, would like me to reply to it until 
everything is settled." 

" Then everything is not settled !" 

"No — ^yes — I mean — pray ask Miss West- 
brook," replied Mrs. Salmon, betraying con- 
siderable agitation now; "I would greatly 
prefer your talking to Miss Westbrook about 
this. She would feel hurt if I had told you in 
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her absence^ all that she can explain so much 
more easily for herself/^ 

"Miss Westbrook has deserted ns/' said Brian. 

" She will return in a few minutes. Did you 
come to Scarborough to-day ?" 

." Miss Westbrook will not trouble herself to 
return to us very quickly," said Brian ; " there 
is that ridiculous quadrille to get through^ and 
her partner will have to amuse her afterwards 
with the gossip and scandal of the place. I 
suppose there is no intention of keeping thi&r 
engagement a secret from the world V^ 

^^Oh dearl — oh dearl" said Mrs. Salmon, 
without responding to his persistent inquiry. 

'^ She would not be ashamed of her choice — if 
she had made it — and I take it no one in 
your family would be foolish enough to wish to 
conceal the honour she has done you by accept^ 
ing your son/^ said Brian ; " I cannot imagine 
any reason for so paltry a reserve." 

Mrs. Salmon was to astonish Brian Halfday 
still more that evening. 

" You — you will not wait till Mabel comes," 
she said; "ohl Mr. Halfday, I hope you will 
not worry me any more. I can't bear it I " 

VOL. II. \^ 
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She burst into tears, and buried her face in 
her lace handkerchief. 

Brian rose from his seat. 

*^In some unaccountable way I have dis- 
tressed you, Mrs. Salmon/' he said, '^ and I ask 
your pardon. It was unintentional. I will 
withdraw." 

'' Th — thank you,'' she sobbed softly ; *' I am 
— so much — obliged to you." 

Brian Halfday walked moodily away. What 
new mystery was here ? Why had Mrs. Salmon 
displayed all this emotion at a few questions 
which it was natural he should put to her as 
a friend of Mabel Westbrook's? Why had 
she referred him to Miss Westbrook? What 
did it all mean ? He walked to the door of the 
ball-room and looked in. They were dancing 
the last figure with more vigour than was ab- 
solutely necessary^ he thought, and after a fresh 
scowl at Mabel and her partner, he turned away 
and went slowly up the broad staircase leading 
to his room. He would go to bed. He was no 
fit company for anybody that night ; he seemed 
to disturb the equanimity of everyone whom he 
encountered, and he was best out of Ihe way. 
Probably he should be in a better frame of mind 
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to-morrow. That weeping incomprehensibility 
downstairs might be right, and there was some- 
thing in the air which had disturbed his seren- 
ity. He had no recollection of being so com- 
pletely dissatisfied with himself and everybody 
else as he was on the present occasion. 

On the top of the first flight of steps he 
paused to look in at the drawing-room, bright 
with gas and gilding, and where a few quiet 
folk were playing whist, and one noisy youth 
of a musical turn banging away with tremen- 
dous energy on a grand piano. The Keverend 
Gregory Salmon was absorbed in his trumps, 
or he would have caught sight of Brian's face 
immediately in front of him, 

A waiter passing suggested a new thought 
to Brian. " One moment," he said ; *' here,'' 

The waiter approached him. 

" You know that stout gentleman at the first 
table, I suppose?" asked Brian, pointing to 
the Master of St, Lazarus. 

" Mr. Salmon, sir — yes, sir. Been staying here 
some weeks, sir," replied the waiter promptly, 

" Where is young Mr. Salmon this evening?" 

" I have not seen him about, sir, I'll inquire, 
sir. TU '' 
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" Do you know the number of his room ?** 

" Twenty-eight, sir — the first-floor^ sir." 

" Thank you." 

Brian flalfday went up a few more steps to 
the left, and turned into a well-lighted corri- 
dor. He glanced at the numbers on the doors 
as he passed, and discovered that he was facing 
Room No. 28 before he had quite made up his 
mind what to do. It seemed a polite and gra- 
cious task to pay a visit to Angelo Salmon^ 
and hear the news from this quarter ; he was 
only returning a call that had been made him 
once at Penton Museum, and he felt tolerably 
certain that Angelo would be glad to see him, 
but still he hesitated. 

It was for an instant only, for he was natu- 
rally quick to resolve. He raised his hand to 
knock on the panels of the door, when the 
figure of a woman rustled rapidly along the 
corridor towards him. It was Mabel West- 
brook approaching him in haste, and he waited 
for her. 

*^ Don^t knock. You must not go in there !" 
said Mabel breathlessly, as she came up with him. 

END OF THE SECOND VOLUME. 



